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AT THE MISSION OF SAN CARMEL 




ON THE FRONTIER 




mOLOGUE. 

It v/a?; noon of August 10, 1838. Tlic luonotonous coast 
lino between Monterey and San Diego had set its hard 
outlines against the steady glare of the Californian sky 
and the metallic glitter of the Pacific Ocean. The weary 
succession of rounded, dome- like hills obliterated all sense 
of distance ; the rare whaling vessel, or still rarer trader, 
drifting past, saw no change in these rusty undulations, 
barren of distinguishing jicak or headland, and bald of 
wooded crest or timbered ravine. The withered ranks of 
wild oats gave a dull procession of uniform colour to the 
hills, imbrokcn by any relief of shadow in their sinootli 
roimd curves. As far as the 03*0 could reach, sea and 
shore met in one bleak monotony", flecked by no passing 
cloud, stirred by no sign of life or motion. Even sound 
was absent ; the Angelus rmig from the invisible Mission 
tower far inland, ’was driven back again by the steady 
north-w^est trades that for half the year had swept the 
coast line and left it abraded of all umbrage and colour. 

But even tliis monotony soon gave way to a change, 
and another monotony as uniform and deiu'essing. The 
western horizon, slowly contracting before a W'all of 
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vapour, by four o’clock bad become a mere cold .steely 
strip of sea, into which gradually the northern trend of 
the coast faded and was lost. As the fog stole with soft 
step southward, all distance, space, character, and locality 
again vanished ; the hills ui^on which the sun still shone 
bore the same monotonous outline as those just wiped 
into space. Last of all, before the red sun sank like the 
descending Host, it gleamed upon the sails of a trading 
vessel close in shore. It was the last object visible. A 
damp breath breathed upon it, a soft hand passed over 
the slate, the shar^^ pencilling of the picture faded and 
became a confused grey cloud. 

The wind and waves too went down in the fog ; the 
now invisible and hushed breakers occasionally sent the 
surf over the sand in a quick whisper, with grave intervals 
of silence, but with no continuous murmur as before. In 
a curving bight of the shore the creaking of oars in their 
rowlocks began to be distinctly heard, but tlie boat itself, 
although apparently only its length from the sands, was 
invisible. 

‘ Steady, now ; way enough.’ The voice came from 
the sea, and was low, as if unconsciously alTccted by the 
fog. ‘ Silence ! ’ 

The sound of a keel gratmg the sand was followed by 
the order, * Stern all ! ’ from the invisible speaker. 

‘ Shall we beach her ? ’ asked another vague voice. 

‘ Not yet. Hail again, and all together.’ 

‘ Ah hoy — oi — oi — oy ! ’ 

There were four voices, but the hail appeared weak 
and ineffectual, lilve a cry in a dream, and seemed to 
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hardly reach beyond the surf before it was suffocated in 
the creeping cloud. A silence followed, but no response. 

‘ It’s no use to beach her and go ashore until we find 
the boat,’ said the first voice, gravely ; ‘ and we’ll do that 
if the current has brought her hero. Are you sure you’ve 
got the right bearings 2 ’ 

‘ As near as a man could off a shore with not a blasted 
pint to take his bearings by.’ 

There ^vas a long silence again, broken onty by the 
occasional dip of oars, kceihng the invisible boat-head to 
the sea. 

‘ Take my word for it, lads, it’s the last we’ll see of 
that boat again, or of Jack Cranch, or the captain’s baby.’ 

‘ It does look mighty queer that the painter should 
slip. Jack Cranch aint the man to tie a granny knot.’ 

‘ Silence ! ’ said the invisible leader. ‘ Listen.’ 

A hail, so faint and uncertain that it might have been 
the long- deferred far-off echo of their own, came from the 
sea, abreast of them. 

‘ It’s the captam. He hasn’t found anything, or he 
couldn’t be so far north. Hark ! ’ 

The hail was repeated again faintly, dreamily. To 
the seamen’s trained ears it seemed to have an intelligent 
significance, for the first voice gravely responded, ‘ Aye, 
aye ! ’ and then said softly, ‘ Oars.’ 

The word was followed by a splash. The oars clicked 
shai'ply and simultaneously in the rowlocks, then more 
faintly, then still fainter, and then i)assed out into the 
darkness. 

The silence and shadow both fell together ; for hours 
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Bea and shore were impenetrable. Yet at times the air 
was softly moved and troubled, the surrounding gloom 
faintly lightened as with a misty dawn, and then was 
dark again, or drowsy, far-off cries and confused noises 
seemed to grow out of the silence, and, when they had 
attracted the weary eir, sank away as in a mocking dream, 
and showed themselves unreal. Nebulous gatherings in 
the fog seemed to indicate stationary objects that, even 
as one gazed, moved away ; the recurring lap and ripple 
on the shingle sometimes took upon itself the semblance 
of faint articulate laughter or spoken words. But towards 
morning a certain monotonous grating on the sand, that 
had for many minutes alternately cheated and piqued the 
ear, asserted itself more strongly, and a moving, vacillat- 
ing shadow in the gloom became an opaque object on 
the shore. 

With the first rays of the morning light the fog lifted. 
As the undraped hills one by one bared thch cold bosoms 
to the sun, the long line of coast struggled back to life 
again. lA^ery thing was unchanged — except that a 
stranded boat lay upon the sands, and in its stern sheets 
a sleeping child. 
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I. 

The tenth of August, 1852, brought little change to the 
dull monotony of wind, fog, and treeless coast line. Only 
the sea was occasionally flecked with racing sails that 
outstripped the old, slow creeping trader, or was at times 
streaked and blurred with the trailing smoke of a steamer. 
There were a few strange footprints on those virgin sands, 
and a fresh track that led from the beach over the 
rounded hills dropped into the bosky recesses of a hidden 
valley beyond tlie coast range. 

It was hero that the refectory windows of the Mission 
of San Carmel had for years looked upon tlie reverse of 
that monotonous picture presented to the sea. It was 
here that the trade winds, shorn of their fury and strength 
in the heated, oven-like air that rose from the valley, lost 
their weary way in the tangled recesses of the wooded 
slopes, and breathed their last at the foot of the stone 
cross before the Mission. It was on the crest of those 
slopes that the fog halted and walled in the sun-illumined 
plain below ; it was in this plain that limitless fields of 
grain clothed the fat adobe soil ; here the Mission garden 
smiled over its hedges of fruitful vines, and through the 
leaves of fig and gnarled pear trees ; and it was here that 
Father Pedro had lived for fifty years, found the prospect 
good, and had smiled also. 
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Father Pedro’s smile was rare. He was not a Las 
Casas, nor a Junipero Serra, but he had the deep serious- 
ness of all disciples laden with the responsible wording of 
a gospel not their own. And his smile had an ecclesias- 
tical as well as a Imman significance — the pleasantest 
object in his prospect being the fair and curly head of his 
boy acol3de and chorister, Francisco, which appeared 
among the vines, and his sweetest pastoral music, the 
high soprano humming of a chant with which the bo^^ 
accompanied his gardening. 

Suddenl^^ the acolyte’s chant clianged to a of terror. 
Eunning raj^idlj^ to P’ather Pedro’s side, he grasped 
his sotana, and even tried to hide his curls among its 
folds. 

‘ ’St ! ’st ! ’ said the Padre, disengaging himself with 
some impatience. ‘What new alarm is this? Is it 
Luzbel hiding among our Catalan vines, or one of those 
heathen Americanos from Monterey ? Speak ! ’ 

‘Neither, hohy father,’ said the bo3% the colour strug- 
gling hack into his xmle checks, and an apologetic, bash- 
ful smile lighting his clear ej^es. ‘Neither; hut oh! 
such a gross lethargic toad I And it almost leaped upon 
me.’ 

‘ A toad leaped upon thee ! ’ repeated the good father, 
with evident vexation. ‘ AVhat next ? I tell thee, child, 
those foolish fears are most unmeet for thee, and must 
he overcome — if necessary", with pra^^er and penance. 
P’rightened a toad I Blood of the Alartyrs ! ’Tis like 
any foolish girl ! ’ 

Father Pedro stopped and coughed. 
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‘ I am 8ayi]]" tliat no CJn'islian child should sliriiik 
from any of God’s harmless creatures. And only last 
v*eek tlioii wasi disdahiful of poor MnrieLa’s ph^ forget- 
ting that San Antonio himself did elect one his faithful 
companion, CN cn in glory.’ 

‘ Yes, hut it was so fat, and so uncleanly, holy fatlier,’ 
replied the young acolyte, ‘and it smelt so.’ 

‘ Smelt so ? ’ echoed the father doubtfully. ‘ Have a 
care, child, that this is not luxuriousness of the senses. I 
have noticed of late you gather over much of roses and 
syringa — excellent in their way and in moderation, hut 
still not to be compared uith the flower of Holy Church 
— the lily.’ 

‘ Ihit lilies don’t look well on the refectory table, and 
against tlio adohe wall,’ returned the acolyte, with a pout 
of a spoilt child; ‘and surely the flowers cannot help 
being sweet, any more than myrrh or incense. And I 
am not frightened of the heathen AL/uc?u*c«7/.os cither now, 
’Hierc was a small one in tlie garden yesterday — a boy 
like me — and he spoke kindly and with a pleasant face.’ 

‘ AAliat said he to thee, child ? ’ asked Father Pedro 
anxiousl^x 

‘Nay, the matter of his speech I could not understand,’ 
laughed the boy, ‘but the manner was as gentle as thine, 
holy father.’ 

‘ ’St, child,’ said the Padre impatiently. ‘ Thy likings 
are as unreasonable as thy fears. Pcsides, have I not 
told thee it ill becomes a child of Christ to chatter with 
those sons of Pclial ? But canst thou not repeat the 
words— the ivords he said? ’ he continued suspiciously. 
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‘ ’Tis a harsh tongue the Americanos speak in their 
throat,’ replied the boy. ‘But he said “ Bevilishnisse ” 
and “ pretty-as-a-girl,” and looked at me.’ 

The good father made the boy repeat the words 
gravely, and as gravely repeated them after him with 
infinite simplicity. ‘They are but heretical words,’ he 
replied in answer to the boy’s inquiring look, ‘ it is well 
you understand not English. Enough. Eun away, child, 
and be ready for the Angelus. I will commune with my- 
self awhile under the pear trees.’ 

Glad to escape so easily, the young acolyte disappeared 
down the alley of fig trees, not without a furtive look at 
the patches of chick weed around their roots, the possible 
ambuscade of creeping or saltant vermin. The good 
priest heaved a sigh and glanced round the darkening 
prospect. The sun had already disappeared over the 
mountain wall that lay between him and the sea, rimmed 
with a faint white line of outlying fog. A cool zephyr 
fanned his cheek ; it was the dying breath of the vientos 
generalcs beyond the wall. As Father Pedro’s eyes were 
raised to this barrier, which seemed to shut out the bois- 
terous world beyond, he fancied he noticed for the first 
time a slight breach in the parapet, over which an ad- 
\'anced banner of the fog was fluttering. Was it an 
omen ? His siieculations were cut short by a voice at his 
very side. 

He turned quickly and beheld one of those ‘heathens’ 
whom he had just warned his young acolyte against ; one 
of that straggling band of adventurers whom the recent 
gold discoveries had scattered along the coast. Luckily 
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tliG fertile alluvium of these valleys, lyiu^^ parallel with 
the sea, offered no ‘ indications ’ to attract the gold seekers. 
Neverth-eless to Father Pedro even the mhequent contact 
with tbe Americanos was objectionable ; they were at 
once inquisitive and careless; they asked questions with 
the sharp perspicacity of controversy ; they received his 
grave replies with the frank indifference of utter worldli- 
ness. Powerful enough to have been tyrannical oppres- 
sors, they "were singularly tolerant and gentle, contenting 
themselves witli a playful, good-natured irreverence, 
which tormented the good father more than opposition. 
They were felt to be dangerous and subversive. 

The Americano^ however, who stood before him did 
not offensively suggest these national qualities. A man 
of middle height, strongly built, bronzed and slightly 
grej^ from the vicissitudes of j^ears and exj)osure. ho had 
an air of practical seriousness that commended itself to 
Father Pedro. To his religious mind it suggested self- 
consciousness ; expressed in the dialect of the stranger it 
only meant ‘ business.’ 

‘ I’m rather glad I found you out here alone,’ began 
the latter ; ‘ it saves time, I haven’t got to take my turn 
with the rest, in there ’—he indicated the church with his 
thumb — ‘ and you haven’t got to make an appointment. 
You have got a clear forty minutes before the Angelus 
rings,’ he added, consulting a large silver chronometer, 
‘ and I reckon I kin git through my part of the job inside 
of twenty, leaving you ten mmiites for remarks. I want 
to Gonfess.’ 

Father Pedro drew back with a gestiu^e of dignitjx 
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The stranger, however, laid his hand upon the Padre’s 
sleeve with the air of a man anticipating objection, bnt 
ue^ t;r refusal, and went on. 

‘ Of coiu’se, I know. You want me to come at some 
other time, and in there. You want it in tlie reg’lar 
style. That’s your way and your time. My answer is : 
it aint 'itiy way and my time. The main idea of confes- 
sion, I take it, is gettin’ at the facts. I’m ready to give 
’em if you’ll take ’em out here, now. If you’re willing to 
drop the Church and confessional, and all that sort o’ 
thing, I, on my side, am willing to give up the absolution, 
and ail that sort o’ thing. You might,’ ho added, with an 
unconscious touch of pathos in the suggestion, ‘ heave in 
a word or two of advice after I get through ; for instance, 
\v\\n,iyou"d do in the circumstances, you see! That’s all. 
But that’s as you please. It aint X)art of the business.’ 

Irreverent as this speech appeared, there was really 
no trace of such intention in his manner, and his evident 
profound conAuction that his suggestion was practical, and 
not at all inconsistent ‘with ecclesiastical dignity, 'would 
alone ha\'e been enough to touch the Padre, had not the 
stranger’s dominant personality already overbidden him. 
He hesitated. The stranger seized the opportunity to 
take his arm, and lead him with the half familiarity of 
j)owerful protection to a bench beneath the refectory 
window. Taking out his watch again, lie put it in the 
passive hands of the astonished priest, saying, ‘ Time me,’ 
cleared his tlnoat, and began : 

‘ Fourteen years ago there was a ship cruisin’ in the 
Pacific, jest off this range, that was ez nigh on to a Hell 
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afloat as anything rigged kin be. If a chap managed to 
dodge the cap’en’s belaying-pin for a time, he was bound 
to be fetched up in the ribs at last by the mate’s boots. 
There was a chap knocked down the fore hatch with a 
broken leg in the Gulf, and anotlier jumped overboard off 
Cape Corrientcs, crazy as a loon, along a cli]) of tlie head 
from the cap’en’s trumpet. Them’s facts. The ship was 
a brigantine, trading along the Mexican coast. The cap’en 
had his wife aboard, a little timid Mexican woman he'd 
picked up at Mazatlan. I reckon she did not get on tvith 
him any better than the men, for she ui^s and dies one 
day, leavin’ her baby, a year-old gal. One of the crew 
was fond o’ that liab^v He used to get the black nurse 
to put it in tlic dingy, and he'd tow it astern, rocking it 
with the painter like a cradle. He did it — hatin’ the 
cap’en all the same. One d.ay the black nurse got out of 
the dingy for a moment, when the baby was asleep, lea\in’ 
him alone with it. An idea took hold on liim — jest from 
cussedness, you’d say — but it was partly from ro\enge on 
the cap’en and partly to get away from the ship. The 
ship was well in shore, and the current settin’ towards it. 
He slipped the painter — that man — and set himself adrift 
with the baby. It was a crazy act, you’d reckon, for 
there wasn’t any oars in the boat ; but he had a crazy 
man’s luck, and he contrived, by sculling the boat with 
one of the scats he tore out, to keep her out of the 
breakers, till he could find a bight in the shore to run her 
in. The alarm was given from the shij), but the fog shut 
down upon him ; he could hear the other l>oatsin pursuit. 
They seemed to close in on him, and by the sound he 
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judged the cap’en was just abreast of him in the gig, 
bearing do^^m upon him in the fog. He slipped out of 
the dingy into the water without a splash, and struck out 
for the breakers. He got ashore after havm’ been knocked 
down and dragged in four times by the undertow. He 
had only one idea then — thankfulness that he had rot 
taken the baby with him in the sm-f. You kin put that 
dowm for him : it’s a fact. He got off into the hills, and 
made his way up to Monterey.’ 

‘And the child?’ asked the Padre, with a sudden 
and strange asx)erity that boded no good to the penitent ; 
‘ the child thus ruthlessly abai\doned — what became of 
it?’ 

‘That’s just it, the child,’ assented the stranger gravely. 
‘ Well, if that man was on his death-bed instead of being 
here talking to you, he’d swear that he thought the cap’en 
was sure to come up to it the next niinit. That’s a fact. 
But it wasn’t until one day that he — that’s me — ran 
across one of that crew’ in Frisco. “Hallo, Cranch,” sez 
he to me, “ so you got aw’ay, didn’t you ? And how’s the 
cap’en’s baby ? Grown a young gal by this time, aint 
she?” “What are you talking about?*’ sez I; “how 
should I know ? ” He draws away from mo, and sez, 

“H it,” sez he, “you don’t mean that you , . 

I grabs him by the throat and makes him tell me all. 
And then it appears that the boat and the baby were 
never found again, and every man of that crew, cap’en 
and all, believed I had stolen it.’ 

He paused. Father Pedro was staring at the prospect 
■with an uncompromising rigidity of head and shoulder. 
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‘It’s a bad look out for me, ain’t it ? ’ the stranger 
continued, in serioiis reflection. 

‘ How do I know,’ said the priest harshly, without 
turning his head, ‘ that j^ou did not make away with this 
child ? ’ 

‘ Beg pardon.’ 

‘ That you did not complete your revenge by — by — by 
killing it — as your comrade suspected you ? Ah ! Holy 
Trinity,’ continued Father Pedro, throwing out his hands 
with an impatient gesture, as if to take the idace of un- 
utterable thought. 

‘ How do yoic know ? ’ echoed the stranger coldly. 

‘ Yes.’ 

The stranger linked his fingers together, and threw 
them over his knee, drew it up to his chest caressingly 
and said (piietly, ‘ Because you do know.’ 

The Padre rose to his feet. 

‘ What mean you ? ’ he said, sternly fixing his eyes 
upon the speaker. Their eyes met. The stranger’s were 
grey and persistent, with hanging corner lids that might 
have concealed even more purpose than they showed. 
The Padre’s were holloAv, open, and the whites sliglitly 
brown, as if with tobacco stains. Y’ct they were the first 
to turn away. 

‘ I mean,’ returned the stranger, with the same prac- 
tical gravity, ‘ that you know it wouldn’t pay me to come 
here, if I’d killed the baby, unless I wanted you to fix 
things right wTtli me up there,’ pointing skj^wards, ‘ and 
get absolution ; and I’ve told you that -wasn’t in my 
line.’ 
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‘ Why do you seek me, then ? ’ demanded the Padre, 
snspiciously. 

‘ Because I reckon I thought a man mi^ht be allowed 
to confess something short of a mui’der. If you’re going 
to draw the line below that ’ 

‘ This is but sacrilegious levity,’ interrupted Fatlicr 
Pedro, turning as if to go. But the stranger did not make 
any movement to detain him. 

‘Have you implored forgiveness of the hither — tiie 
man you wronged — before you came here ? ’ asked the 
priest, lingermg. 

‘ Not much. It wouldn’t ]}<vy if he was living, and he 
died four years ago.’ 

‘ You are sure of that ? ’ 

‘ I am.’ 

‘ There are other relations, i)erliaps ? ’ 

‘ None ! ’ 

Father Pedro was silent. When he spoke again, it 
was with a changed voice. ‘ What is your 2)irrpose, then ? ’ 
he asked, with the first indication of priestly sympathy in 
his manner. ‘ You cannot ask forgiveness of the earthly 
father you have injm'ed, you refuse the intercession 
of Holy Church with the Heavenly Father you have 
disobeyed. Speak, wretched man ! What is it you 
want ? ’ 

‘ I want to find the child.’ 

‘ But if it were possible, if she were still living, are 
you fit to seek her, to even make yourself known to her— 
to appear before her ? ’ 

‘ Well, if I made it profitable to her, perhaps.’ 
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‘ Perhaps,’ echoed the jn'icst, scornfully. ‘ Bo be it. 
But why come here ? ’ 

‘ To ask your advice. To know how to begin niy 
search. You know this comitry. You were here when 
that boat drifted ashore beyond that mountain.’ 

‘ All, indeed. I have much to do with it. It is an 
affair of the alcalde — the authorities — of your — your 
police.’ 

‘ Is it ? ’ 

The Padre again met the stranger’s eyes. He stopped, 
wdth the snuffbox he had somewhat ostentatiously drawn 
from his pocket, still open in his hand. 

‘ Why is it not, Sehor ? ’ he demanded. 

* If she lives, she is a young lady by this time, and 
might not want the details of her life known to anyone.’ 

‘ And how will you recognise your baby in this young 
lady ? ’ asked Father Pedro, with a rapid gestime, indicat- 
ing the comparative heights of a baby and an adult. 

‘ I reckon I’ll know her, and her clothes too ; and 
whoever found her wouldn’t be fool enough to destroy 
them.’ 

‘After fourteen years I Good! You have faith, 
Senor ’ 

* Cranch,’ supplied the stranger, consulting his watch. 

■' But time’s up. Busuiess is business. Good-bye ; don’t 
iet me keep you.’ 

He extended his hand. 

The Padre met it with a dry unsympathetic pahn, 
IS sere and yellow as the hills. When their hands separ- 
ded, the father still hesitated, looking at Cranch. If he 

c 
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expected further speech or entreaty from him he was mis- 
taken, for the American, without turning his head, walked 
in the same serious practical fashion down the avenue 
of fig trees, and disappeared beyond the hedge of vines. 
The outlines of the mountain beyond were already lost in 
the fog. Father Pedro turned into the refectory. 

‘ Antonio ! ’ 

A strong flavour of leather, onions, and stable preceded 
the entrance of a short, stout vaqiicro from the little 
j^atio, 

' ‘ Saddle Pinto and thine own mule to accompany 

Francisco, wdio will take letters from me to the Father 
Superior at San Jos^ to-morrow at daybreak.’ 

‘ At daybreak, reverend father ? ’ 

‘ At daybreak. Hark ye, go by the mountain trails 
and avoid the highway. Stop at no posada nor fonda, 
but if the child is weary, rest then awhile at Don Juan 
Briones or at the rancho of the Blessed Fisherman. Have 
no converse with stragglers — least of all those gentile 
Americanos. So. . . 

The first strokes of the Angelus came from the nearer 
tower. With a gesture Father Pedro waved Aiitonio 
aside, and opened the door of the sacristy. 

^ Ad Majorem Dei Gloria.' 
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II. 


The hacienda of Don Jiian Briones, ncstlin" in a wooded 
cleft of the foot-hills, was hidden, as Father Pedro had 
wisely retiected, from the straying feet of travellers along 
the dnsty highway to San Jose. As Francisco, emerging 
from the Canada^ put spurs to his mnle at the sight of the 
whitewashed walls, Antonio grunted : 

‘ O ay, little priest ! thou wast tired enough a moment 
ago, and though we are not throe leagues from the 
Blessed Fisherman, thou couldst scarce sit thy saddle 
longer. Mother of God ! and all to see that little mongrel, 
Juanita.’ 

‘ But, good Antonio, Juanita was my playfellow, and I 
may not soon again chance this way. And Juanita is 
not a mongrel, no more than I am.’ 

‘ She is a nicstii^a, and thoii art a child of the Church, 
though this following of gipsy wenches does not show it.’ 

‘ But Father Pedro does not object,’ urged the boy. 

‘ The reverend father has forgotten he was ever young,’ 
replied Antonio, sententiously, ‘ or he wouldn’t set fire 
and tow together.’ 

‘ AVhat sayest thou, good Antonio ? ’ asked Francisco 
quicklj^, ox)ening his blue eyes in frank curiosity ; ‘ who 
is fire, and who is tow ? ’ 

The worthy muleteer, utterly abiSIshed and confounded 

c 2 
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by this display of the acolyte’s direct simplicity, contented 
himself by shrugging his shoulders, and a vague Quicn 
sabe ? 

‘ Come,’ said the bo^^, gaily, ‘ confess it is only the 
aguardiente of the Blessed Fisherman thou misscst. 
Never fear, Juanita will find thee some. And see ! here 
she comes.’ 

There was a flash of white flounces along the dark 
brown corridor, the twinkle of satin slippers, the flying 
out of long black braids, and with a cry of joy a young 
girl threw herself upon Francisco as he entered the 
and nearly dragged him from liis mule. 

‘ Have a care, little sister,’ laughed the acolyte, look- 
ing at Antonio, ‘ or there will be a conflagration. Am I 
the fire ? ’ he continued, submitting to the two sounding 
kisses the young girl placed upon either cheek, but still 
keeping his mischievous glance upon the muleteer. 

‘ Quicn sabe ? ’ repeated Antonio gruffly, as the young 
girl blushed under his significant eyes. ‘ It is no affair of 
mine,’ he added to himself, as he led Pinto aw’ay. ‘ Per- 
haps Father Pedro is right, and this yoimg twig of the 
Church is as dry and sapless as himself. Let the mesti^a 
burn if she likes.’ 

‘ Quick, Pancho,’ said the young girl, eagerly leading 
hun along the corridor. ‘ This way. I must taUv with 
thee before thou seesfc Don Juan; that is why I ran to 
intercept thee, and not as that fool Antonio would signify, 
to shame thee. Wast thou ashamed, my Pancho ? ’ 

The boy threw his arm familiarly around the supple, 
stay less little waist, accented only by the belt of the light 
flounced saya^ and said, — 
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‘ But why this haste and feverishness, ’Nita ? And 
now I look at thee, thou hast been crying.’ 

They had emerged from a door in the corridor into 
the bright sunlight of a walled garden. The girl dropped 
her eyes, csst a (piick glance, around her, and said, — 

‘ Not here, to the u7o*oyo,’ and half loading, half drag- 
ging him, made her way through a copse of manzanlta 
and alder imtil they heard the faint tinkling of water. 
‘ Dost thou remember,’ said the ghd, ‘ it was here,’ point- 
ing to an embayed pool in the dark current, ‘ that I 
baptized thco, when Father Pedro first brought thee hero, 
wdien we both at being monks ? They were dear 

old days, for Father Pedro would trust no one Vvdth thee 
but me, and always kept us near him.’ 

‘ A}*, and he said I would be profaned by the touch of 
any other, and so himself always w’ashed and dressed me 
and made my bed near his.’ 

‘ And took tlieo avv^ay again, and I saw thee not till 
thou earnest with Antonio, over a year ago, to the cattle 
branding. And ]iow, my Pancho, I may never see thee 
again.’ She buried her face in her hands and sobbed 
aloud. 

The little acolyte tried to comfort her, but with sucli 
abstraction of manner and inadecpiacy of warmth that she 
hastily removed his caressing hand. 

‘ But why ? Wha,t has happened ? ’ he asked eagerly. 

The girl’s manner had changed. Her eyes flashed, 
and she put her brown fist on her Vv'aist and began to rock 
from side to side. 

‘ But I’ll not go,’ slie said viciously. 



22 


AT THE MISSION OF SAN CAKMEL. 


‘ Go where ? ’ asked the hoy. 

‘ Oh, where ? ’ she echoed imioatiently. ‘ Hear me, 
Francisco ; thon know'est I am, Jilve thee, an orphan ; hiit 
I have not, like thee, a parent in the Holy Church. For, 
alas,’ she added bitterly, ‘ I am not a boy, and have not a 
lovely voice borrowed from the angels. I was, like thee, 
a foundlmg, kept by the charity of the reverend fathers, 
until Don Juan, a childless widower, adox)tcd mo. I was 
happy, not knowing and caring who were the parents 
who had abandoned me, haippy only in the love of 

him who became my adopted father. And ]iow ,’ 

she paused. 

‘ And now ? ’ echoed Francisco eagerly. 

‘And now they say it is discovered who are mj^ 
parents.’ 

‘ And they live ? ’ 

‘ Mother of God ! no,’ said the girl, with scarcely filial 
piety. ‘ There is some one, a thing — a mere Don Fulano 
— who knows it all, it seems, who is to be my guardian.’ 

‘ But how ? Tell me all, dear Juanita,’ said the boy 
with a feverish interest, that contrasted so strongly with 
his previous abstraction that Juanita bit her lips with 
vexation. 

‘ Ah ! How ? Santa Barbara ! an extravaganza for 
children. A necklace of lies. I am lost from a ship of 
which my father — heaven rest him — is General, and I am 
picked up among the weeds on the sea-shore, like Moses 
in the bulrushes. A i)retty story, indeed.’ 

‘ Oh, how beautiful ! ’ exclaimed Francisco enthusias- 
tically. ‘ Ah, Juanita ! \vould it had been me.’ 
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‘ Thee ! ’ said the girl bitterly — ‘ thee ! No ! — it was 
a girl wanted. Enough, it was me,’ 

‘ And when does the guardian come ? ’ persisted the 
boy, with sparkling eyes. 

‘ He is here, even now, with that pompous fool the 
American alcalde from Monterey, a wretch who knows 
nothing of the country or the people, but who helped the 
other American to claim me. I tell thee, Francisco, like 
as not it is all a folty, some senseless blunder of those 
Aiyiericanoa that imposes upon Bon Juan’s simplicity and 
love for them.’ 

‘How looks he — this Americano who seeks thee? 
asked Francisco, 

‘ What care I how he looks,’ said Juanita, ‘ or what 
lie is ? He may have the four S’s, for all I care. Yet,’ 
she added with a slight toucli of coquetry, ‘ he is not bad 
to look upon, now I recall him.’ 

‘ Had he a long moustache and a sad, sweet smile, and 
a voice so gentle and yet so strong that you felt he ordered 
you to do things without sa^nng it? And did his ej^e 
read your thoughts ? — that very thought that you must 
obey him ? ’ 

‘ Saints preserve thee, Pancho ! Of whom dost thou 
speak ? ’ 

‘Listen, Juanita. It was a year ago, the eve of Nati- 
vidad, he was in the church when I sang. Look where 
I would, I always met his ej^e. "When the canticle was 
sung and I was slipping into the sacristy, he was beside 
me. He spoke kindly, but I understood him not. He 
put into my hand gold for an agiiinaldo, I pretended 
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I understood not that also, and pnt it into the box for the 
poor. He smiled and went away. Often have I seen 
him since, and last night, when I left the Mission, he was 
there again with Father Pedro.’ 

‘ And Father Pedro — what said he of him ? ’ asked 
Juanita. 

‘Nothing.’ The boy hesitated. ‘Perhaps — because 
I said nothing of the stranger.’ 

Juanita laughed. ‘ So thou canst keep a secret from 
the good father when thou carest. But why dost thou 
thinli this stranger is my new guardian ? ’ 

‘ Dost thou not see, little sister ? he w.as even thc3n 
seeking thee,’ said the boy with joyous excitement. 
‘Doubtless he knew we were friends and playmates — 
maybe the good father has told him thy secret. For it 
is no idle tale of the alcalde, believe me. I see it all ! It 
is true ! ’ 

‘ Then thou wilt let him take me away,’ said the giii 
bitterly, withdrawing the little hand he had clasped in 
his excitement. 

‘Alas, Juanita, what avails it now’? I am sent to 
San Jose, charged with a letter to the Father SupeAhr, 
who wall give me further orders. "What they are, or how 
long I must stay, I know not. But I know this: the 
good Father Pedi'o’s eyes were troubled when he gave 
me his blessing, and he held me long in his embrace. 
Pray Heaven I have committed no fault. Still it maybe 
that the reputation of my gift hath reached the Father 
Superior, and he W'Ould advance me.’ And Francisco’s 
eyes lit up with youthful pride at the thought. 
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Not BO Juanita. Her black eyes snapped suddenly 
with suspicion, she drew in her breath, and closed her 
little mouth firmly. Then she began a crescendo. 

Mother of God ! was that all ? Was he a child to be 
sent away for such time or for such purpose as best 
1) leased the fathers ? Was he to know no more than that ? 
With such gifts as God had given him, was he not at 
least to have some word in disposing of them ? Ah ! 
she would not stand it. 

The boy gazed admiringly at tlic piquant energy of 
the little figure before him, and envied her courage. ‘ It 
is the mestizo blood,’ he murmured to himself. Then 
aloud, ‘Thou shouldst have been a man, ’Nita.’ 

‘ And thou a -sveman.’ 

‘ Or a priest. Eh, what is that ? ’ 

They had both risen — Juanita defiantly, her black 
braids flying as she wheeled and suddenly faced the 
thicket, Erancisco clinging to her witli trembling hands 
and whitened lips. A stone, loosened from the hill-side, 
had^ rolled to their feet ; there was a crackling in the 
alders on the slope above them. 

‘ Is it a bear, or a brigand ? ’ whispered Erancisco 
hurriedly, sounding the uttermost depths of his terror 
in the two words. 

‘ It is an eavesdropper,’ said Juanita impetuously ; 

‘ and who and why, I intend to know,’ and she started 
towards the thicket. 

‘ Do not leave mo, good Juanita,' said the young 
acolyte, gyjasping the girl’s skirt. 
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‘ Nay ; nm to the hacienda fiinckly, and leave me to 
search the thicdvct. Bnn ! ’ 

The hoy did not wait for a second injunction, ])ut 
scuttled away, his long coat catching in the hrainbles, 
while Juanita darted like a kittcii into the hushes. Her 
search was fruitless, however, and she was returning 
impatiently vdien her quick eye fell upon a letter lying 
amidst the dried grass Vv here she and Francisco had heen 
seated the moment heforc. It had evidently fallen from 
his hreast when he had risen suddenly, and keen over- 
looked in his alarm. It was hhither Pedro’s letter to the 
Father Superior of San Jose. 

In an instant she liad pounced u2)on it as viciously as 
if it had heen the intorlo2)er she was seeking. She knew 
that she held in her fingers the secret o^ Francisco’s 
sudden hanishmciit. She felt instinctively that this 
yellowish envehq^e, with its red string and its hlotch of 
red seal, was his sentence and her own. The little 
incstiza had not heen brought uj) to resi^ect the integrity 
of either locks or seals, both being unknown in the 2)atri- 
archal life of the hacienda. Yet with a certain feminine 
instinct she looked furtively around her, and even man- 
aged to dislodge the clumsy M'ax witliout marring the 
pretty efiigy of the crossed keys impressed upon it. Then 
she opened the letter and road. 

Suddenly she stoxiped and 2>ut back her hair from her 
brown temples. Then a succession of burning blushes 
followed each other in waves from her neck uj), and died, 
in drops of moisture in her eyes. This continued until 
she was fairly crying, droj^ping the letter from lior hands, 
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and rocking to and fro. In tlic midst of tliis she quickly 
stopped again ; the clouds broke, a sunsliine of laughter 
started from her eyes, slie lauglied shyly, she laughed 
loudl^g she laughed hysterically. Then she siopi^ed 
again as snddeuly, knitted her brows, swooped down 
once more upon the letter, and turned to fly. lint 
at the same moment the letter was quietly but firmly 
taken from her hand, and Mr. Jack Cranch stood beside 
her. 

Juanita was crimson, but unconquered. She mechani- 
cally held out her liajul for tlie letter ; the American took 
her little fingers, kissed them, and said : 

‘ How are you again ? ’ 

‘ Tlie letter,’ replied Juanita, v/ilh a strong disposition 
to*stamp licr foot. 

‘But,’ said Cranch, with business directness, ‘you’ve 
read enough to know it isn’t for you.’ 

‘ Nor for you either,’ responded Juanita, 

‘ True. It is for the llevcrcnd Bather Su])erior of Ban 
Jose Mission. ITl give it to him.’ 

Juanita was becoming alarmed — first at this prospect, 
second at the power the stranger seemed to be gaining 
over her. She recalled Francisco’s description of him 
with something like superstitious awe. 

‘ But it concerns Francisco. It contains a secret he 
should know.’ 

‘ Then you can tell him it. Perhaps it would come 
easier from you.’ 

Juanita blushed again. ‘ Why ? ’ she asked, half 
dreading his reply. 
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‘Because,’ said the American, quietlj^ ‘you are old 
playmates — 3^011 are attached to each other.’ 

J uanita hit her lipfi. ‘ don 't yon read it yourself? ’ 

she asked bluntly. 

‘ Because I don’t read other people’s letters, and if it 
concerns me ^^oii’U tell me.’ 

‘ What if I don’t ? ’ 

‘ Then the Father Superior will.’ 

‘ I believe you know Francisco’s secret alread}^,’ said 
the girl holdl3% 

‘ Perhaps.’ 

‘ Then, Mother of God! Senor Crancho, v/hat do you 
want ? ’ 

‘ I do not want to separate two such good friends as 
you and Francisco.’ 

‘ Perhaps j^ou’d like to claim us both,’ said the girl, 
with a sneer that was not de\a)id of co(2iietiy. 

‘ I should be delighted.’ 

‘Then here is jrour occasion, Schor, for here comes 
my ado2)ted father, Don Juan, and j^oiir friend, Senor 
Br — r — own, the A;nerican alcalde.’ 

Two men ajopeared in the garden path below them. 
The stiff glazed, broad-brimmed black hat, surrnoimting 
a dark face of Quixotic gravity and romantic rectitude, 
indicated Don Juan Briones. His companion, lazy, 
S2)ecious, and red-faced, was Senor Brown, the American 
alcalde. 

‘Well, I reckon we kin about call the thing fixed,’ 
said Senor Brown, with a large wave of the hand, suggest- 
ing a sweeping away of all trivial details. ‘ Ez I was 
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saying to the Don yer, when two high-toned gents like 
3"ou and him come together in a delicate matter of this 
kind, it aiiit no boss trade, nor sharp practice. The Don 
is that lofty in princiide that he’s willin’ to sacrifice his 
affections for the good of the gal ; and you, on your hand, 
kalkilate to sec all he’s done for her, and go j^our whole 
pile better. You’ll make the legal formalities good, 
reckon that old Injin wTanan who can sw^car to the find- 
ing of the hal)}^ on the shore will set things all right yet. 
For the matter o’ that, if you want anything in the Avay 
of a certificate, I’m on hand always.’ 

‘Juanita and myself arc at your disposition, cahal- 
Icros,' said Don Juan, wdth a grave exaltation. ‘ Never 
lot it he said that the Mexican nation w-as outdone by the 
great Ajncricanos in deeds of courtesy and affection. Let 
it rather stand that Juanita w'as a sacred trust put into 
my hands years ago by the goddess of American liberty", 
and nurtured in the Mexican eagle’s nest. Is it not so, my 
soul ? ’ he added, more humanty, to the girl, when he had 
(piite recovered from the intoxication of his own speech. 

‘ We love thee, little one, but w'e keep our honour.’ 

‘There’s nothing mean about the old man,’ said 
Brown, admiringly, with a slight dropping of his left eye- 
lid ; ‘ his head is level, and he goes with his party.’ 

‘ Thou takest my daughter, Seiior Cranch,’ continued 
the old man, carried away by his emotion ; ‘ but the 
American nation gives me a son.’ 

‘ You know not wdiat you say, father,’ said the young 
girl, angrily, exasperated by a slight twinkle in the 
American’s eye. 
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‘ Not SO,' said Crancli. ‘ Perhaps one of the Anicncan 
nation may take him at his word.’ 

‘ Then, cahalleros^ you will, for the moment at least, 
possess yourselves of the house and its poor hospitality,’ 
said Don Juan, with time-honoured courtesy, producing 
the rustic key of the gate of the xmtio. ‘ It is at j^our 
disposition, Caballeros^ he repeated, leading the way as 
his guests passed into the corridor. 

Two hours passed. The hills were darkening on their 
eastern slopes ; the shadow’s of the few poplars that 
sparsedly dotted the dusty highw’aj^ w’cre falling in long 
black lines that looked like ditches on the dead level of 
the taw’riy fields ; the shadow’s of slowdy nioA'ing cattle 
w^ere mingling w’ith their ow’ii silhouettes, and becoming 
more and more grotes(pte. A keen wind rising in the 
hills was alread}^ creeping from the cahada as from the 
mouth of a fuimcl, and sw’ceping tlie plains. Antonio 
had foregathered with the servants, had pinched the ears 
of the maids, had partaken of aguardicidc, had saddled 
the mules— Antomo was becoming impatient. 

And then a singular commotion disturbed the peaceful 
monotony of the patriarchal household of Don Juan 
Briones. The stagnant courtyard w’as suddenly alive w’ith 
jgcons and servants, running hither and thither. The 
alleys and gardens w’ci'c filled with retainers. A confu- 
sion of questions, orders, and outcries rent the air, the 
I)lains shook with the galloping of a dozen horsemen. 
For the acolyte Francisco, of the Mission San Carmel, 
had disappeared and vanished, and from that day the 
hacienda of Don Juan Briones knew him no more. 
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III. 

AAA-ien Father Pedro saw the yellow mules vanisli under 
the lo-w hranclics of the oaks beside the little graveyard, 
caught the last glitter of the morning sun on Pinto’s 
shining headstall, and heard the last tinkle of Antonio’s 
Bi)urs, something very like a mundane sigh escaped him. 
To the simple wonder of the majority of early worshippers 
— the half-hrecd converts who rigorous!}^ attended the 
spiritual ministrations of the Mission, and ate the temporal 
l)rovisions of the reverend fathers — he deputed the func- 
tions of the first mass to a coadjutor, and, breviary in 
hand, sought tlie orchard of venerable pear trees. 'Whether 
there was any occult sympathy in his reflections with the 
contemplation of thou gnarled, twisted, gouty, and knotty 
limbs, still hearing gracious and goodly fruit, I Icnow not, 
hut it wvas his private retreat, and under one of the most 
rheumatic and mis-shapen trimks there was a rude seat. 
Here Father Pedro sank, his face towards the mountain 
wall between him and the invisible sea. The relentless, 
dry, practical Californian sunlight falling on his face, 
grimly pointed out a night of vigil and suffering. The 
snuffy yellow of his eyes was injected yet burning, his 
temples were ridged and veined like a tobacco leaf; the 
odour of desiccation which his garments always exhaled 
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was hot and fe^''erish, as if the fire had suddenly awakened 
among the ashes. 

Of what was Father Pedro thinlcing ? 

He was thinking of his youth, a youth spent under the 
shade of those pear trees, even then venerable as now. 
He was thinking of his youthful dreams of heathen con- 
quest, emulating the sacrifices and labom*s of Junipero 
Serra ; a dream cut short by the orders of the archbishop, 
that sent his companion, Brother Biego, north on a mission 
to strange lands, and condemned him to the isolation of 
San Carmel, He was thinldng of that fierce struggle 
with envy of a fellow-creature’s better fortune that, con-* 
quered by prayer and penance, left him patient, sub- 
missive, and devoted to his humble work ; how he raised 
up converts to the Faith, even taking thorn from the 
breast of heretic mothers. 

He recalled how once, with the zeal of propagandism 
quickening in the instmets of a childless man, he had 
dreamed of perpetuating his work through some sinless 
creation of his own ; of dedicating some virgin soul, one 
over whom he could have com])lete control, restricted by 
no human paternal weakness, to the task he had begmi. 
But how ? Of all the boys eagerly offered to the Church 
by their parents there seemed none sufficiently pure and 
free from parental taint. He remembered how one night, 
through the intercession of the Blessed Virgin herself, 
as he firmly then believed, this dream was fulfilled. An 
Indian woman brought him a Waugee child — a baby-girl 
that she had picked up on the sea-shore. There were no 
parents to divide the responsibility, the child had no past 
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to confi'ont, except the memory of the ignorant Indian 
woman, who deemed her duty done, and whose interest 
ceased in giving it to the Padre. The austere conditions 
of his monkish life compelled him to the first step in his 
adoption of it — the concealment of its sex. This was 
easy enough, as he constituted himself from that moment 
its sole nurse and attendant, and boldly baptized it among 
the other children by the name of Francisco. No others 
knew its origin, nor cared to know. Father Pedro had 
talien a wuchaclio foundling for adoption; his jealous 
seclusion of it and his personal care Avas doubtless some 
sacerdotal formula at once high and necessary. 

He remembered with darkening eyes and impeded 
breath how his close companionship and daily care of this 
helpless child had revealed to him the fascinations of that 
paternity denied to him ; how he had deemed it his duty 
to struggle against the thrill of baby fingers laid ui^on 
his yelloAv cheeks, the ideading of inarticulate Avords, the 
eloquence of Avondcr- seeing and mutely questioning eyes ; 
how he had succumbed again and again, and then 
struggled no more, seeing only in them the suggestion 
of childhood made incarnate in the Holy Babe, A-hd 
yet, even as he thought, he drew from his gown a little 
shoe, and laid it beside his breviary. It Avas Francisco 
baby slipjper — a triplicate to those Avorn by the miniature 
waxen figure of the Holy Virgin herself in her niche in 
the transept. 

Had he felt during these years any qualms of con- 
science at this concealment of the child’s sex? None. 
For to him the babe was sexless, as most befitted one who 

D 
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was to live and die at the foot of the altar. There was 
no attempt to deceive God — what mattered else? Nor 
was he withholding the child from the ministrations of 
the sacred sisters ; there was no convent near the Mission, 
and as each year passed the difficulty of restoring her to 
the position and duties of her sex became greater and 
more dangerous. And then the acolyte’s destiny was 
sealed by what again appeared to Father Pedro as a 
direct interposition of Providence. The child cl'Cvelox^ed 
a voice of such exquisite sweetness and purity that an 
angel seemed to have strayed into the little choir, and 
kneeling worshippers belov/, transported, gazed upwards, 
half expectant of a heavenly light breaking through the 
gloom of the raftered ceiling. The fame of the little 
singer filled the valley of San Carmel; it was a miracle 
vouchsafed the Mission; Don Josd Peralta remembered, 
ah, yes ! to have heard in old Spain of boy choristers with 
such voices ! 

And was this sacred trust to be withdrawn from him ? 
Was this life which he had brought out of an unknown 
world of sin, unstained and pure, consecrated and dedi- 
cated to God, just in the dawn of jiower and promise for 
the glory of the Mother Clnu-ch^ to be taken from his 
side ? And at the w^ord of a self-convicted man of sin — a 
man whose tardy repentance was not yet absolved by the 
Holy Church. Never 1 never ! Father Pedi’o dwelt upon 
the stranger’s rejection of the ministrations of the Church 
with a pitiable satisfaction ; had he accepted them, he would 
have had a sacred claim upon Father Pedi’o’s sympathy 
and confidence. Yet he rose again, uneasily and with 
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irregular steps returned to the corridor, passing the door 
of the familiar little cell beside his own. The wmdow, 
the table, and even the scant toilette utensils were filled 
with the flowers of yesterday, some of them withered and 
dry; the white gown of the little chorister was hanging 
emptily against the wall. Father Pedro started and 
trembled ; it seemed as if the spiritual life of the child 
had slipped away with its garments. 

In that slight chill which, even in the hottest days in 
California, always invests any shadow cast in that white 
sunlight, Father Pedro shivered in the corridor. Passing 
again into the garden, he followed in fancy the wayfaring 
figure of Francisco, saw the child arrive at the rancho of 
Don Juan, and with the fateful blindness of all dreamers 
projected a pictmn most imlilve the reality. He followed 
the pilgrims oven to San Jose, and saw the child deliver 
the missive which gave the secret of her sex and con- 
dition to the Father Superior. That the authority of 
San Jose might dissent from tlie Padre of San Carmel, 
or decline to carry out his designs, did not occur to the one- 
idead priest. Like all solitary peoxde, isolated from pass- 
ing events, he made no allowances for occurrences outside 
of his routine. Yet this moment a sudden thought 
wliitened his yellow cheek. YYhat if the father Suj^erior 
deemed it necessary to impart the secret to Francisco ? 
Would the child recoil at the deception, and, perhaps, 
cease to love him ? It was the first time, in his supreme 
selfishness, he had taken the acolyte’s feelings into aecoimt. 
He had thought of him only as one owing implicit obe- 
dience to him as a temporal and spiritual guide. 
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‘ Eeverend father 1 ’ 

He turned impatiently. It was his muleteer, Jose. 
Father Pedro’s sunken eye brightened. 

‘ Ah, Jose ! Quickly then, hast thou found San- 
chicha ? ’ 

‘ Truly, your Bevereiice ! And I have brought her 
with me — just as she is ; though if your Keverence make 
more of her than to fill the six-foot hole and say a prayer 
over her, ITl give the mule that brought her here for food 
for the bull’s horns. She neither hears nor speaks, but 
whether from weakness or sheer wantonness, I know 
not.’ 

‘ Peace, then ! and let thy tongue take example from 
hers. Bring her with thee into the sacristy and attend 
without. Go ! ’ 

Father Pedro watched the disappearing figure of the 
muleteer and hiuriedly swept his thin, dry hand, veined 
and ribbed like a brown November leaf, over his stony 
forehead, with a sound that seemed almost a rustle. Then 
he suddenly stiffened his fingers over his breviary, 
dropped his arms perpendicularly before him, and with 
a rigid step returned to the corridor and passed into the 
sacristy. 

For a moment in the half-darkness the room seared 
to be empty. Tossed carelessly in the corner appeared 
some blankets toi'>ped by a few straggling black horse- 
tails, like an imstranded riata. A trembling agitated the 
mass as Father Pedro approached. He bent over the 
heap and distinguished in its midst the glowing black 
eyes of Sanchicha, the Indian centenarian of the Mission 
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San Carmel. Only her eyes lived. Helpless, boneless, 
and jelly-like, old age had overtaken her 'with a mild form 
of deliquescence. 

‘ Listen, Sanchicha,’ said the father gravely. ‘ It is 
important that thou shouldst refresh thy memory for a 
moment. Look back fourteen years, mother; it is but 
yesterday to thee. Thou dost remember the baby — a 
little miichacha thou broughtest me then — fourteen years 
ago ? ’ 

The old woman’s eyes became intelligent, and turned 
with a quick look towards the open door of the church, 
and thence towards the choir. 

The Padre made a motion of irritation. ‘No, no ! 
Thou dost not understand; thou dost not attend me. 
Knowest thou of any mark of clothing, trinket, or amulet 
found upon the babe ? ’ 

The light of the old woman’s eyes went out. She 
miglit have been dead. Father Pedro waited a moment, 
and then laid his hand impatiently on her shoulder. 

‘ Dost thou mean there are none ? ’ 

A ray of light struggled back into her eyes. 

‘ None.’ 

‘ And thou hast kept back or put away no sign nor 
mark of her parentage ? Tell me, on this crucifix.’ 

The eyes caught the crucifix, and became as empty as 
the orbits of the carven Christ upon it. 

leather Pedro waited patiently. A moment passed ; 
only the sound of the muleteer’s si)urs was heard in the 
courtyard. 

‘ It is well,’ he said at last, with a sigh of relief. 
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‘ Pepita sliall give tliee r>ome refresliment, and Joso will 
luring thee back again. I will simimon him.’ 

He passed out of the sacristy door, leaving it open. 
A ray of sunlight darted eagerly in, and fell upon the 
grotes(Xue heajx in the corner. Banchicha’s eyes lived 
again ; more than that, a singular movement came over 
her face. The hideous caverns of her toothless mouth 
ojiened — she laughed. The step of Jose was heard in the 
corridor, and she became again mert. 

The third day, which sliould have brought the return 
of Antonio, was nearly spent. F ather Pedro was impatient 
but not alarmed. The good fathers at San Jose might 
naturally detain Antonio for the answer, which might re- 
^laire deliberation. If any mischance had occurred to 
Francisco, Antonio would have returned or sent a RX)ecial 
messenger. At sunset he was in his accustomed seat in 
the orchard, his hands clasx)ed over the breviary in his 
listless ]a]7, his eyes fixed ux)on the mountain between him 
and that mysterious sea that had brought so much into 
his life. He was filled with a strange desire to see it, a 
vague curiosity hitherto unknowm to his i)reoccux:)ied life ; 
he wished to gaze upon that strand, perhaps the very spot 
where she had been found ; he doubted not his question- 
ing eyes w^ould discover some forgotten trace of her ; under 
his persistent will and aided by the Holy Virgin, the sea 
would give uj) its secret. He looked at the fog creei)ing 
along the summit, and recalled the latest gossip) of San 
Carmel ; how that since the advent of the Americanos it 
was gradually encroaching on the Mission. The hated 
name vividly recalled to him the features of the stranger 
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as ho had stood before him three nights ago, in this very 
garden ; so vividly that he sx)rang to his feet with an ex- 
clamation. It was no fancy, but Sehor Cranch hmiself 
advancing from under the shadoAV of a pear tree. 

‘ I }’eckoned I'd catch you- here,’ said Mr. Cranch, with 
the same dry, practical business fashion, as if he was only 
resuming aji interrupted conversation, ‘ and I reckon I 
aint going to keep you a ininit longer than I did t’other 
day.’ He mutely referred to his watch, which he already 
held in his hand, and then pxit it back in his pocket. 

‘ AVell ! we found her ! ’ 

‘Francisco,’ interrupted the priest with a single stride, 
lading ]iis hand upon Cranch’s arm, and staring into his 
eyes. 

Mr. Cranch cpiietly removed Father Pedro’s hand. ‘ I 
reckon that wasn’t the name as I caught it,’ ho returned 
drily. ‘ Hadn’t you better sit dovvui ? ’ 

‘Pardon me — pardon me, Benor,’ said the priest, 
hastily sinking back on his bench, ‘ I was thinking of other 
things. You — you — came upon me suddenly. I thought 
it was the acolyte. Go on, Senor ! I am interested.’ 

‘I thought you’d be,’ said Cranch, quietly. ‘That’s 
why I came. And then you might be of service too.’ 

‘ True, true,’ said the priest, with rapid accents ; ‘ and 
this girl, Senor, this girl is ’ 

‘ Juanita, the mestiza, adopted daughter of Don Juan 
Briones, over on the Santa Clare Valley,’ replied Cranch, 
jerking his thumb over his shoulder, and then sitting 
down iqxon the bench beside Father Pedi’o. 

The priest turned his feverish e^^es piercmgly upon 
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his companion for a few seconds, and then doggedly fixed 
them upon the ground. Crancli drew a plug of tobacco 
from his pocket, cut off a portion, placed it in his cheek, 
and then quietly began to strap the blade of his jack 
knife upon his boot. Father Pedro saw it from under his 
eyelids, and even in his preoccupation despised him. 

* Then you are certain she is the babe you seek ? ’ 
said the father, without looking up. 

‘ I reckon as near as you can be certain of anything. 
Her age tallies; she ’was the only foundling girl baby 
baptized by you — you know ’ — he partly turned round 
appealingly to the Padre — ‘ that year. lujin woman says 
she picked up a baby. Looks like a pretty clear case, 
don’t it ? ’ 

‘ And the clothes, friend Cranch ? ’ said the priest, 
with his eyes still on the ground, and a slight assumption 
of easy indifference. 

‘ They will be forthcoming, like enough, when the 
time comes,’ said Cranch ; ‘ the main thing at first was 
to find the girl ; that w^as my job ; the lawyers, I reckon, 
can fit the proofs and say what’s wanted, later on.’ 

‘But why lawyers,’ continued Padre Pedro, with a 
slight sneer he could not repress, ‘ if the child is found 
and Sehor Cranch is satisfied ? ’ 

‘ On account of the property. Business is business ! ’ 

‘ The property ? ’ 

Mr. Cranch pressed the back of his knife-blade on his 
boot, shut it up with a click, and putting it in his pocket 
said calmly : 

‘ Well, I reckon the million of dollars that her father 
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left when he died, which naturally belongs to her, wdll 
require some proof that she is his daughter.’ 

He had jdaced both his hands in his pockets, and 
turned his eyes full upon Father Pedro. The priest arose 
hurriedly. 

‘ But you said nothing of this before, Sehor Cranch,’ 
said he, with a gesture of indignation, turning his back 
quite ui)on Cranch, and takmg a step towards the refec- 
tory. 

‘ Why should I ? I was looking after the girl, not the 
property,’ returned Cranch, following the Padre with 
watchful eyes, but still keeping his careless, easy attitude. 

‘ Ah, well ! Will it be said so, think you ? Eh ! 
Bueno, What will the world think of your sacred quest, 
oh ? ’ continued the Padre Pedro, forgetting himself in 
his excitement, but still averting his face from his com- 
panion. 

‘ The world will look after the proofs, and I reckon 
not bother if Uie proofs are all right,’ replied Cranch, 
carelessly ; ‘ and the girl w'on’t think the worse of me for 
helping her to a fortune. Hallo ! you’ve dropped some- 
thing.’ He leaped to his feet, picked up the breviary 
which had fallen from the Padre’s fingers, and returned 
it to him with a slight touch of gentleness that was 
unsuspected in the man. 

The priest’s dry, tremulous hand grasped the volume 
without acknowledgment. 

‘ But these proofs ? ’ he said hastily ; ‘ these proofs, 
Seiior ? ’ 

‘ Oh, well, you’ll testify to the baptism, you know. 
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* But if I refuse ; if I will have nothing to do with 
this thing ! If I will not give iny word that there is not 
some mistake,’ said the priest, working himself into a 
feverish indignation. ‘ That there are not slips of 
memory, eh ? Of so many children baptized, is it 
possible for me to know which, ch ? And if this Juanita 
is not yom’ girl, eh ? ’ 

‘Then ^’oii’ll help me to find who is,’ said Cranch, 
coolly. 

Father Pedro turned furiously on his tormentor. 
Overcome by his vigil and anxiety he was oblivious of 
everything but the x>rcsence of the man who seemed to 
usurp the functions of his own conscience. ‘ Who are 
you, who speak thus ? ’ ho said, hoarsely, advancing upon 
Cranch with outstretched and aiiathcmatismg iingers. 
‘ Who are you, Senor Heathen, who dare to dictate to me, 
a Father of Holy Church ? I tell you, I will have none 
of this. Never ! I will not. From this moment, you 
understand— nothing, I will ne^'er. . . . ! ’ 

He stopped. The first stroke of the Angelus rang 
from the little tower. The first stroke of that bell before 
whose magic exorcism all human passions fled ; the 
peaceful bell that had for fifty years lulled the little fold 
of San Carmel to prayer and rest, came to his throbbing 
ear. His trembling hands groped for the crucifix, carried 
it to his left breast : his lips moved in prayer. His eyes 
were turned to the cold, passionless sky, whore a few 
faint, far-spaced stars had silently stolen to their places. 
The Angelus still rang, his ti’embling ceased, he remained 
motionless and rigid. 
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The American, who had uncovered in deference to the 
worshipper rather than the rite, w’aited patiently. The 
ej^es of Father Pedro returned to the earth, moist as if 
with dew caught from above. He looked half absently at 
Cranch. 

‘ Forgive me, my son,’ he said, in a changed voice. 
‘ I am only a worn old man. I must talk with thee more 
of this — but not to night — not to night; — to-morrow — to- 
morrow — to-moiTow.’ 

He turned slowly and appeared to glide rather than 
move under the trees, until tlie dark shadow of the 
Mission tower met and encompassed him. Cranch fol- 
lowed him w’ith anxious ej'es. Then he removed the 
quid of tobacco from his cheek. 

‘Just as I reckoned,’ remarked he, quite audibly. 
‘ lie’s clean gold on the bed rock after all ! ’ 
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IV. 

That niglit Father Pedro dreamed a strange dream. 
How much of it was reality, how long it lasted, or when 
he awoke from it, he could not tell. The morbid excite- 
ment of the previous day had ctdminated in a febrile 
exaltation in which he lived and moved as in a separate 
existence. 

This is what he remembered. He thought he had 
risen at night in a sudden horror of remorse, and making 
his way to the darkened clnirch had fallen upon his knees 
before the high altar, when all at once the acolyte’s voice 
broke from the choir, bxtt in accents so dissonant and 
unnatui'al that it seemed a sacrilege, and he trembled. 
He thought he had confessed the secret of the child’s sex 
to Cranch, but whether the next morning or a week later 
he did not know. He fancied, too, that Cranch had also 
confessed some trilling deception to him, but what, or 
why, he could not remember ; so much greater seemed 
the enormity of his own transgression. He^ thought 
Cranch had put in his hands the letter he had written to 
the Father Superior, saying that his secret was still safe, 
and that he had been spared the avowal and the scandal 
that might have ensued. But through all, and above all, 
he was conscious of one fixed idea— to seek the sea-shore 
with Sanchicha, and upon the spot where she had found 
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Francisco, meet the youii" girl who had taken his place, 
and so part from her for ever. He had a dim recollection 
that this was necessary to some legal identification of her, 
as arranged by Cranch, hut how or why he did not under- 
stand ; enough that it was a part of his penance. 

It was early morning when the faithful Antonio, ac- 
companied by Sanchicha and Jose, rode forth with him 
from the Mission of San Carmel. Except on the expres- 
sionless features of the old woman, there was anxietj^ and 
gloom ui)on the faces of the little cavalcade. He did not 
know how heavily his strange abstraction and hallucina- 
tions weighed upon their honest hearts. As they wound 
up the ascent of the mountain he noticed that Antonio 
and Jose conversed with bated breath and many pious 
crossings of themselves, but with eyes always wistfully 
fixed upon him. He wondered if, as part of his penance, 
he ought not to x)roclaim his sin and abase himself before 
them ; but he knew that his devoted followers would 
insist upon sharing his xumishment ; and he remembered 
his promise to Cranch, that for her sake he would say 
nothing. Before they reached the summit he turned 
once or twice to look back upon the Mission. How small 
it looked, lying there in the peaceful valley, contrasted 
with the broad sw'cep of the landscape beyond, stopjjed at 
the further east only by the dim, ghost-like outlines of 
the Sierras. But the strong breath of the sea was begin- 
ning to be felt ; in a few moments more they were facing 
it with lowered sombreros and flying scrapes, and the 
vast, glittering, illimitable Pacific opened out beneath 
them. 
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Bazed and blinded, as it seemed to him, by the shin- 
ing, restless expanse, Father Pedro rode forward as if still 
in a dream. Suddenly he halted, and called Antonio to 
his side. 

‘ Tell me, child, didst thou not say that this coast "was 
wild and desolate of man, beast, and habitation ? ’ 

‘ Truly I did, reverend father.’ 

‘ Then what is that ? ’ pointing to the shore. 

Almost at their feet nestled a cluster of houses, at the 
head of an aroyo reaching uj) from the beach. They 
looked down upon the smoke of a manufactory chimney, 
upon strange heaps of material and curious engines 
scattered along the sands, with here and there moving 
specks of human figures. In a little bay a. schooner 
swung at her cables. 

The vaquero crossed himself in stupefied alarm. ^ I 
know not, yom* Reverence ; ' it is only two years ago, 
before the rodeo, that I was hero for strayed colts, and I 
swear by the blessed bones of San xAntonio that it was as 
I said.’ 

‘ Ah ! it is like these Americanos,' responded the 
muleteer. ‘I have it from my brother Diego that he 
went from San Jose to Pescadero two months ago, across 
the plains, with never a hut nor fonda to halt at all the 
way. He returned in seven days, and in the midst of the 
plain there were three houses and a mill, and many 
people. And why was it? Ah! Mother of God! one 
had picked up in the creek where he drank that much of 
gold ; ’ and the muleteer tapped one of the silver coins 
that fringed his jacket sleeves in place of buttons. 
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‘ And they are washing the sands for gold there now,’ 
said Antonio, eagerly pointing to some men gathered 
round a machine like an enormous cradle. ‘ Let us 
hasten on.’ 

Father Fedro’} momentary interest had passed. The 
words of his companions fell dull and meaningless upon 
his dreaming oars. He was conscious only that the child 
was now stranger to him as an outcome of this hard, 
hustling life, than Mdicn he believed her borne to him over 
the myiderious sea. It perplexed his dazed, disturbed 
mind to think that if such an antagonistic element could 
exist within a dozen miles of the [Mission, and he not 
know it, could not such an atmosphere have been around 
him, even in his monastic isolation, and he remain blind 
to it ? Had he really lived in the u orld without knowing 
it? Had it been in his blood? Had it impelled him 
to . He shuddered and rode on. 

They were at the last slope of the zigzag descent to 
the shore, when he saw’ the ligimes of a man and woman 
moving slowly through a field of wild oats, not far from 
the trail. It seemed to his distorted fancy that the man 
w\as Cranch. The woman ! His heart stopped beating. 
Ah ! could it be ? He had never seen her in her proper 
garb ; would she look like that ? Would she be as tall ? 
He thought he bade J ose and Antonio go on slowly before 
with Sanchicha, and dismounted, walking softly between 
the high stalks of gi’ain, lest he should disturb them. 
They evidently did not hoar his approach, but W’ere talk- 
ing earnestly. It seemed to Father Pedro that they had 
taken each other’s hands, and as he looked Cranch slipped 
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his arm round her waist. With only a blind instinct of 
some dreadful sacrilege in this act, Father Pedro would 
have rushed forward, when the girl’s voice struck his ear. 
He stopped, breathless. It was not Francisco, but Juanita, 
the little mestim. 

‘ But are you sur^ you are not pretending to love me 
laow', as you pretended to think I was ilio .mv chacha you 
had run away with and lost? Are you sure it is not 
pity for the deceit you practised upon me — upon Don 
Juan — upon i)oor Father Pedro ? ’ 

It seemed as if Cranch had tried to answer with a 
kiss, for the girl drew suddenly aAvay from him with a 
coquettish fling of the black braids, and whipped her little 
brown hands behind her. 

‘ Well, look here,’ said Cranch, with the same easy 
good-natured, practical directness which the priest re- 
membered, and which w^ould have passed for philosophy 
in a more thoughtful man, ‘ put it squarely then. In the 
first place, it was Don Juan and the alcalde who first 
suggested you might be the child.’ 

‘ But you have said you knew it was Francisco all the 
time,’ interruiited Juanita. 

‘ I did ; but when I found the priest would not assist 
me at first, and admit that the acolyte w'as a girl, I pre- 
ferred to let him think I was deceived in giving a fortune 
to another, and leave it to his own conscience to permit 
it or frustrate it, I was right. I reckon it was pretty 
hard on the old man, at his time of life, and wrapped up 
as he was in the girl ; but at the moment he came up 
to the scratch like a man.’ 
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‘ And to save him you have deceived me ? Thank 
you, Sehor,’ said the girl with a mock curtsy. 

‘ I reckon I preferred to hp-ve you for a wife than a 
daughter,’ said Cranch, ‘ if that’s what you mean. When 
you know me bcwter, Juanita,’ ho continued gravely, 
‘ you’ll know that I would never have let you believe I 
sought in you. the one if 1 had not hoped to find in you 
the other.’ 

‘ Bueno ! And when did you have that pretty hope ? ’ 

‘ When I first saw you.’ 

‘ And that was — two weeks ago.’ 

‘ A year ago, Juanita. When Francisco visited yon 
at the Eancho, I followed and saw you.’ 

Juanita looked at him a moment, and then suddenly 
darted at him, caught him by the lapels of his coat and 
shook him like a terrier. 

‘ Are you sure that you did not love that Francisco ? 
Speak ! ’ (She shook him again.) ‘ Swear that you did 
not follow her ! ’ 

* But — I did,’ said Cranch, laughing and shaking be- 
tween the clenching of the little hands. 

‘ Judas Iscariot ! Swear you do not love her all this 
while.’ 

‘ But, Juanita ! ’ 

* S\year ! ’ , 

Cranch swore. Then to Father Pedro’s intense aston- 
ishment she drew the American’s face towards her own 
by the ears and kissed him. 

‘ But you might have loved her, and married a fortune^., 
said Juanita after a pause. 
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‘ Where wouul have been my rcx)aration — my duty ? 
returned Craiich, with a laugh. 

* Eeparation enough for her to have had you,’ said 
Juanita, with that rapid disloyalty of one loving woman 
to another in an emergency. This provoked another kiss 
from Crancli, and then Juanita said demurely : 

‘ But we are far from the trail. Lot us return, or we 
shall miss Father Pedro. Arc you sure he wall come ? ’ 

* A week ago he j)romised to be liere to see the proofs 
to-day.’ 

The voices were growdng fainter and fainter; they 
were returning to the trail. 

Father Pedro remained motionless. A week ago ! 
Was it a week ago since— since what? And what had 
he been doing here ? Listening ! He I Father Pedro, 
listening like an idle x^con to the confidences of two lovers. 
But they had talked of him, of his ernne, and the man 
had pitied him. Why did he not speak ? Why did he 
not call after them ? He tried to raise his voice. It sank 
in his throat with a horrible choking sensation. The 
nearest heads of oats began to nod to hhn, he felt himself 
swaying backwards and forwards. He fell — heavilj^ 
down, down, down, from the summit of the mountain to the 
floor of the Mission chapel, and there he lay in the dark. 
• 

* He moves.’ 

‘ Blessed Saint Anthony, preserve him ! ’ 

It was Antonio’s voice, it was Jose’s arm, it was the 
field of wild oats, the sky above his head — all unchanged 

‘ What has happened ? ’ said the priest feebly. 
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■ ‘ A gill Jiness seized your Reverence just now, as Vv O 
were coming to seek you.’ 

‘ And you met no one ? ’ 

‘ No one, your Reverence.’ 

Father Pedro passed his hand across his ft)rehead. 

‘ But who are these ? ’ he said, 2)ointing to two figures 
who now appeared upon the trail. 

Antonio turned, 

‘ It is the Americano, Seiior Cranch, and his adopted 
daughter, the mestiza Juanita, seeking your Reverence, 
methinks.’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said Father Pedro. 

Cranch came forward and greeted the priest cordially. 

‘ It was kind of you. Father Pedro,’ he said meaningly, 
with a significant glance at Jose and Antonio, ‘ to come 
so far to hid me and my adopted daughter forewell. We 
depart when the tide serves, but not before you partake of 
our hospitality in yonder cottage.’ 

Father Pedro gazed at Cranch and then at Juanita. 

‘ I see,’ he stammered. ‘ But she goes not alone. 
She will be strange at first. She takes some friend, 
perhaps — some companion ? ’ he continued tremulously. 

‘ A very old and dear one. Father Pedro, who is w^ait- 
ing for us nowv’ 

He led the way to a little white cottage, so little and 
white, and recent, that it seemed a mere fleck of sea 
foam cast on the sands. Disposing of Jose and Antonio 
in the neighbouring workshop and outbuildings, he assisted 
the venerable Sanchicha to dismount, and, together with 
Father Pedro and Juanita, entered a wRite palisaded 

£ 2 
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eiiclofiure beside the cottage, and halted before what ap- 
I)eared to be a large folding trap-door, covering a sliglit 
sandy inonnd. It was locked with a padlock ; beside it 
stood the American alcaide and Don Juan Briones. Father 
Pedro looked hastily aromid for another figm’e, but it was 
not there. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ began Cranch, in his practical business 
way, ‘ I reckon you all know we’ve come here to identify 
a young lady, who ’ — he hesitated — ‘ was lately under the 
care of Father Pedro, with a foundling picked up on this 
shore lifteen years ago by an Indian woman. How this 
foundling came here, and how I was concerned in it, you 
all know% I’ve told everybody here how I scrambled 
ashore leavmg that baby in the dingy, supposing it would 
be picked up by the boat piumiing me. I’ve told some of 
you,’ he looked at Father Pedro, ‘ how I first discovered 
from one of the men, three years ago, that the child -was 
not found by its father. But I have never told anyone, 
before now, I hnew it was picked up here. 

‘ I never could tell the exact locality where I came 
ashore, for the fog was coming on as it is now. But two 
years ago I came up with a i)arty of gold-hunters to work 
these sands. One day, digging near this creek, I struck 
somethmg embedded deep below the surface. "Well 
gentlemen, it wasn’t gold, but something worth more to 
me than gold or silver. Here it is.’ 

At a sign the alcalde unlocked the doors and threw 
them open. They disclosed an irregular trench, in which, 
filled with sand, lay the half excavated stern of a boat. 

‘ It was the dingy of the “ Trinidad,” gentlemen ; you 
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can still read her name. I foimd hidden away, tucked 
under the stern sheets, mouldj^ and water-worn, some 
clothes that I recognised to be the baby’s. I knew then 
that the child had been taken away alive for some 
purpose, and the clothes were left so that she should 
carry no trace with her. I recognised the hand of an 
Indian. I set to work quietly. I found Sanchicha here ; 
she confessed to finding a baby, but what she had done 
with it she would not at first say. But since then, she 
has declared before the alcalde that she gave it to Father 
Pedro, of San Carmel, and that here it stands — Francisco 
that was ! Francisca that is ! ’ 

He stepped aside to make way for a tall girl, who had 
approached from the cottage. 

Father Pedro had neither noticed the concluding 
words nor the movement of Cranch. His eyes were fixed 
upon the imbecile Sanchicha, — Sanchicha, on whom, to 
render his rebuke more complete, the Deity seemed to 
have worked a miracle, and restored intelligence to eye 
and lip. He passed his hand tremblingly across his fore- 
head, and tmmed away, when his eye fell upon the last 
comer. 

It was she. The moment he had longed for and 
dreaded had come. She stood there, animated, handsome, 
filled with a hurtful consciousness in her new charms, 
her fresh finery, and the pitiable trinkets that had sup- 
planted her scapulary, and which played imder her foolish 
fingers. The past had no place in her pre-occupied mind ; 
her bright eyes wore full of eager anticipation of a sub- 
stantial future. The incarnation of a frivolous world — 
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even as she extended one hand to him in half- coquettish 
embarrassment, she arranged the folds of her dress with 
the other. At the touch of her fingers, he felt himself 
growing old and cold. Even the penance of parting, 
which he had looked forward to, was denied him ; there 
was no longer sympathy enough for sorrow. He thought 
of the empty chorister’s robe in the little cell, but not 
now with regret. He only trembled to think of the flesh 
that he had once caused to inhabit it. 

‘ That’s all, gentlemen,’ broke in the practical voice 
of Cranch. ‘ AVhetlier there are proofs enough to make 
Erancisca the heiress of her father’s wealth the lawyers 
must say. I reckon it’s enough for me that they give me 
the chance of repairing a wrong by taking her father’s 
place. After all, it "was a mere chance.’ 

‘ It was the will of God,’ said F ather Pedro solemnly. 

They w'ere the last W'ords he addressed them. For 
wdicn the fog had begun to creep in shore, hastening their 
departure, he only answered their farewells by a silent 
pressure of the hand, mute lips, and far-off eyes. 

'When the sound of their labouring oars grew fainter, 
ho told Antonio to lead him and Sanchicha again to the 
buried boat. There he bade her kneel beside him. ‘ Wo 
will do penance here, thee and I, daughter,’ he said 
gravely. When the fog had drawn its curtain gently 
around the strange pair, and sea and shore were blotted 
out, he whispered, ‘ Tell me, it was even so, was it not, 
daughter, on the night she came ? ’ When the distant 
clatter of blocks and rattle of cordage came from the 
unseen vessel now standing out to sea, he wdiispered 
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again, ‘ So, this is what thou didst hear, even then.’ And 
so during the night he marked more or less audibly to 
the half-conscious w'oinan at his side ; the low whisper of 
the waves, the murmur of the far-off breakers, the light- 
ening and thickening of the fog, the phantoms of moving 
shapes, and the slow coming of the dawn. And when 
the morning sun had rent the veil over land and sea, 
Antonio and Jose found him, haggard, but erect, beside 
the tre]nbling old woman, with a blessing on his lips, 
pointing to the horizon where a single sail still glim- 
mered : 

‘ Va listed con Dios ! 




A BLUE GRASS PENELOPE 




She was barely twenty-tbree j’cars old. It is probable 
that up to tliat a"G, and the beginning of this episode, her 
life had been nnevcntfnl. Born to the easy mediocrity of 
such compensating extremes as a small farmhouse and 
large lands, a good position and 310 society in that vast 
grazing district of Kentucky known as the ‘ Blue Grass ’ 
region, all the possibilities of a Western American girl’s 
existence lay before her. A piano in the bare-walled 
house, the latest patented mower in the limitless meadows, 
and a silk dress sweeping the rough floor of the unpainted 
‘ meeting-house,’ were aheady the promise of those possi- 
bilities. Beautiful she was, but the power of that beauty 
was limited by being equally shared with her few neigh- 
bours. There were small, narrow, arched feet besides her 
own that trod the uncarpeted floors of outlying log- 
cabins with equal grace and dignity ; bright, clearly 
opened eyes that were equally capable of looking un- 
abashed upon princes and potentates — as a few later did — 
and the heiress of the county judge read her own beauty 
without envy in the frank glances and unlowcrcd crest 
of the blacksmith’s daughter. Eventually she had 
married the male of her species, a yoimg stranger, who, 
as schoolmaster in the nearest town, had utilised to some 
local extent a scant capital of education. In obedience 
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to the anwritten law of tlic West, after the marriage was 
celebrated the doors of the ancestral home cheerfully 
opened, and bride and bridegi’oom issued forth with- 
out regret and without sentiment, to seek the further 
possibilities of a life beyond these already too familiar 
voices. With their departure for California as Mr. and 
]\frs. Silencer Tucker, the parental nest in the Blue Grass 
meadows knew them no more. 

They submitted with ccpial cheerfulness to the priva- 
tions and excesses of their new conditions. Within tlmee 
years the schoolmaster develox)ed into a lawyer and 
capitalist, the Blue Grass bride supplying a grace and 
ease to these transitions that were all her own. She 
softened the abruptness of sudden w^ealth, mitigated the 
austerities of newly accuiired power, and made the most 
glaring incongruity picturcscpie. Oilly one thing seemed 
to limit their progress in the region of these possibilities. 
They •wore childless. It Avas as if they had exhausted the 
future in their own youth, leaving little or notliing for 
another generation to do. 

A south-Avestcrly storm was boating agamst the 
dressing-room windows of their neAv house in one of the 
hilly suburbs of San Francisco, and threatening the im- 
scasonable frivolity of the stucco ornamentation of cornice 
and balcony. Mrs. Tucker had been called from the con- 
templation of the dreary prospect Avithout by the arrh^al 
of a Ausitor. On entering the draAving-room she found 
him engaged in a half-admirmg, half-resentful examina- 
tion of its new furjiiture and hangings. Mrs. Tucker at 
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once recognised T>rr. Calhonn Weaver, a former Blue 
Grass neighbour ; with swift feminine intuition she also 
felt that his slight antagonism was likely to be transferred 
from her furniture to herself. Waiving it with the lazy 
amiability of Southern indifference, she welcomed linn 
by the familiarity of a Christian name. 

‘ I reckoned that mebbee you oi)incd old Blue Grass 
friends wouldn’t naturally hitch on to them fancy doins,’ 
he said, glancing around the apartment to avoid her clear 
eyes, as if resolutely setting himself against the old charm 
of her manner as he had against the more recent glory of 
her surroundings, ‘ but I thought I’d just drop in for the 
sake of old times.’ 

‘ Why shouldn’t you, Cal ? ’ said Mrs. Tucker with a 
frank smile. 

‘ Especially as I’m going up to Sacramento to-night 
with some influential friends,’ ho continued, v/itli an 
ostentation calculated to resist the assumption of her 
charms and her furniture. ‘ Benator Dyce of Kentucky 
and his cousin Judge Briggs — perhaps you kno^v ’em, or 
may be Spencer — I mean Mr. Tucker — docs.’ 

‘ I reckon,’ said Mrs. Tucker smiling ; ‘ ljut tell me 
something about the boys and girls at Yineville — and 
about yourself. You're looking wnll, and right smart too.’ 
She paused to give due emphasis to this latter recogjiition 
of a huge gold chain with w hich her visitor wns somewhat 
ostentatiously trilling. 

I didn’t know as you cared to hear anything about 
Blue Grass,’ he returned, a little abashed. ‘I’ve been 
awny from there some time myself,’ he added, his uneasy 
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vatimy taking' froidi alarm at the faint suspicion of patron- 
age on tiiG part of his hostess. ‘They're doia’ woJl 
though— perhaps as well as some others.’ 

‘ And you’re not married yet,’ continued Mrs. Tucker, 
oblh ious of the hmuendo. ‘ Ah, Cal,’ she added archly, 

‘ I am afraid you are as fickle as ever. What poor girl in 
Vinoville have you left pining ? ’ 

The simple face of the man before her flushed with 
foolish gratification at this old-fashioned ambiguous 
flattery. ‘ Now, look yer, Belle,’ he said, chuckling, ‘ if 
you’re talking of old times and you think I bear malice 
ag’in Spencer, why ’ 

But Mrs. Tucker interrupted what might have been ' 
an inopportune sentimental retrospect with a finger of 
arch but languid warning. ‘ That will do ! I’m dying 
to know all about it, and you miist stay to dinner and toll 
me. It’s right mean you can’t see Silencer too ; but he 
isn’t back from Sacramento yet.’ 

Grateful as a tete-a-tete with his old neighbour in her 
more prosperous siuToundings would have been — if only 
for the sake of later gossiping about it — he felt it would 
be inconsistent with his x>ride and his assumption of 
present business. More than that, he was uneasily con- 
scious that in Mrs. Tucker’s simple and unaffected manner 
there was a greater superiority than he had ever noticed 
during their previous acquaintance. He 'would have felt 
kinder to her had she shown any ‘ airs and graces,’ which 
he could have commented upon and forgiven. He 
stammered some vague excuse of preoccupa^tion, yet 
lingered in the hope of saying something which, if not 
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aggressively unphLiSLmtj might at least transfer to her 
indolent serenity some of his own irritation, ‘ 1 reckoii, ’ 
he said as he moved hesitatingly towards tlie door, ‘ that 
Spencer has made himself easy and secure in them busi- 
ness risks he’s taking. That ’ere Alameda ditch affair 
they’re talking so much about is a mighty big thing — 
rather too big if it ever got to falling back on him. But 
I suppose he’s accustomed to take risks ? ’ 

‘ Of course he is,’ said Mrs. Tucker gaily ; ‘ he 
married mef 

The visitor smiled feebly, but was not equal to the 
opportunity offered for gallant repudiation. ‘ But suppose 
2/oifc ain’t accustomed to risks ? ’ 

‘ Why not ? I married 7u??z,* said Mrs. Tucker. 

Mr. Calhoun Weaver was human, and succumbed to 
this last charming audacity. He broke into a noisy but 
genuine laugh, shook Mrs. Tucker’s hand with effusion, 
said, ‘ Now that’s regular Blue Grass and no mistake ! ’ 
and retreated under cover of his hilarity. In the hall he 
made a rallying stand to repeat confidentially to the 
servant wdio had overheard them : ‘ Blue Grass, all over — 
you bet your life,’ and, opening the door, w'as apparently 
swallowed up in the tempest. 

Mrs. Tucker’s smile kept her lips until she had re- 
turned to her room, and even then languidly shone in her 
eyes for some minutes after, as she gazed abstractedly 
from her window on the storm-tossed bay in the distance. 
Perhaps some girlish vision of the peaceful Blue Grass 
plain momentarily usurped the prospect ; but it is to be 
doubted if there was much romance in that retrospect, or 
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that it was more interesting to her than the positive and 
sharply cut outlines of the practical life she now held. 
Howbeit she soon forgot this fancy in lazily watching a 
boat that, in the teeth of the gale, was beating round 
Alcatraz Island. Although at times a mere black speck 
on the grey waste of foam, a closer scrutiny showed it to 
be one of those lateen-rigged Italian fishing-boats that so 
often flecked the distant bay. Lost in the sudden darken- 
ing of rain, or reappearing beneath the lifted curtain of 
the squall, she watched it weather the island, and then 
turn its labouring but persistent course towards the 
open channel. A rent in the Indian-inhy sky, that 
showed the narrowing portals of the Golden Gate be- 
yond, revealed, as unexpectedly the destination of the 
little cra®fc — a tall ship that hitherto lay hidden in the 
mist of th^ Saneellto shore. As the distance lessened 
between boat and ship, they were again lost in the down- 
ward swoop of another squall. Wlien it lifted the ship 
was creeping under the headland towards the open sea, 
but the boat was gone. Mrs. Tucker in vain rubbed the 
pane with her handkerchief — it had vanished. Mean- 
while the ship, as she neared the Gate, drew out from the 
protecting headland, stood outlined for a moment with 
spans and canvas hearsed in black against the lurid rent 
in the horizon, and then seemed to sink slowly into the 
heaving obscurity beyond. A sudden onset of rain 
against the windows obliterated the remaining prospect ; 
the entrance of a servant completed the diversion. 

‘ Captain Poindexter, ma’am I * 

Mrs. Tucker lifted her pretty eyebrows interrogatively. 
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Captain Poindexter was a legal friend of her husband, and 
had dined there freq^uently ; nevertheless she asked, ‘ Pid 
you tell him Mr, Tucker was not at home ? ’ 

‘ Yes, ’m.’ 

‘ Did he ask for ? ’ 

‘Yes, ’m.’ 

‘ Tell him I’ll be down directly.’ 

Mrs. Tucker’s quiet face did not betray the fact that 
this second visitor was even less interesting than the first. 
In her heart she did not lil^e Captain Poindexter. With 
a clever woman’s instinct, she had early detected the fact 
that he had a superior, stronger natme than her husband ; 
as a loyal wife, she secretly resented the occasional un- 
conscious exhibition of this fact on the part of his inti- 
mate friend, in their familiar intercourse. Added to this 
slight jealousy, there was a certain moral antagonism 
between herself and the Captain which none but them- 
selves knew. They were both philosophers, but Mrs. 
Tucker’s serene and languid optimism would not tolerate 
the compassionate and kind-hearted pessimisms of the 
lawyer. ‘ Knowing what Jack Poindexter does of human 
nature,’ her husband had once said, ‘it’s mighty fine in 
him to be so kind and forgiving. You ought to like him 
better, Belle.’ ‘ And qualify myself to be forgiven,’ said 
the lady pertly. ‘ I don’t see what you’re driving at. 
Belle ; I give it up,’ had responded the puzzled husband. 
Mrs. Tucker kissed his high but foolish forehead tenderly, 
and said, t I’m glad you don’t, dear.’ 

Meantvhile her second visitor had, like the first, em- 
ployed the interval in a critical survey of the glories of 
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Ilie new teniture, but with apparently more compassion 
than resentment in his manner. Once only had his ex- 
pression changed. Over the fire-place hung a large 
photograph of Mr. Spencer Tucker. It was retouched, 
refined, and idealised in the highest style of that polite 
and diplomatic art. As Captain Poindexter looked upon 
the fringed hazel eyes, the drooping raven moustache, the 
clustering ringlets, and the Byronio full throat and 
turned-down collar of his friend, a smile of exhausted 
humorous tolerance and affectionate impatience curved 
his lips. ‘ Well, you are a fool, aren’t you ? ’ he apostro- 
phised it half audibly. 

He was standing before the picture as she entered. 
Even in the trying contiguity of that peerless work he 
would have been called a fine-looking man. As he 
advanced to greet her, it was evident that his military 
title was not one of the mere fanciful sobriquets of the 
locality. In his erect figm’e and disciplined composure 
of limb and attitude there were still traces of the refined 
academic rigors of West Point. The pliant adaptability 
of W^estern civilisation which enabled him, three years 
before, to leave the anny and transfer his executive ability 
to the more profitable profession of the law, had loosed 
sash and shoulder-strap, but had not entirely removed 
the restraint of the one or the bearing of the other. 

‘ Spencer is in Sacramento,’ began Mrs. Tucker in 
languid explanation, after the first greetings were over. 

‘ I knew he was not here,’ replied Captain Poindexter 
gently, as he drew the proffered cliair towards her, ^ but 
tJiis is business that concerns you both,’ He stopped 
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and ^danced uj:)\vards at tlie picture. ‘I suppose you 
know nothing of his business ? Of course not,’ he added 
reassuringly, ‘ nothing, absolutely nothing, certanily.’ 
He said this so kindty, and yet so positively — as if to 
promptly dispose of that question before going further — 
that she assented mechanically. ‘ Well, then, he’s taken 
some big risks in the w'ay of business, and — well, things 
have gone bad with him, you know. Very bad! Eeally, 
they couldn’t be worse ! Of course it was dreadfully rash 
and all that,’ he went on as if commenting upon the 
amusing waywardness of a child ; ‘ but the result is the 
usual smash-up of everything, money, credit, and all ! ’ 
He laughed and added, ‘ Yes, he’s got cut off— mules and 
baggage — regularly routed and dispersed ! I’m in earnest.’ 
He raised his eyebrows and frowned slightly, as if to de- 
precate any corresponding hilarity on the part of Mrs. 
Tucker, or any attempt to make too light of the subject, 
and then rising, placed his hands behind his back, beamed 
half-humorously upon her from beneath her husband’s 
picture, and repeated, ‘ That’s so.’ 

Mrs. Tucker instinctively knew that he spoke the 
truth, and that it was impossible for him to coiivey it in 
any other than his natural manner, but between the shock 
and the singular influence of that manner she could at 
first only say, ‘ You don’t mean it ’ — fully conscious of 
the utter inanity of the remark, and that it seemed 
scarcely less cold-blooded than his own. 

Poindexter, still smiling, nodded. 

She arose with an effort. She had recovered from 

F 2 
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the first shock, and pride lent her a determined calm- 
ness that more than equalled Poindexter’s easy philo- 
sophy. 

‘ Where is he ? ’ she asked. 

‘ At sea, and I hope by this time where he cannot he 
found — or followed.’ 

Was her momentary glimpse of the outgoing ship a 
coincidence or only a vision ? She was confused and 
giddy, but, mastering her weakness, she managed to con- 
tinue in a lower voice : 

‘ You have no message for me from him ? He told 
you nothing to toll mo ? ’ 

‘ Nothing, absolutely nothing,’ replied Poindexter. ‘ It 
was as much as he could do, I reckon, to get fairly away 
before the crash came.’ 

^ Then you did not see him go ? ’ 

‘ W’ell, no,’ said Poindexter. ‘ I’d hardly have 
managed things in this way ; ’ he checked himself and 
added, with a forgiving smile, ‘ but he was the best judge 
of what ho needed, of course.’ 

‘ I suppose I will hear from him,’ she said quietly, ‘ as 
soon as he is safe. He must have had enough else to 
think about, poor fellow I ’ 

She said this so naturally and quietlj^ that Poindexter 
was deceived. He had no idea that the collected woman 
before him was thinking only of solitude and dai'kness, of 
her own room, and madly longing to be there. He said 
‘ Yes, I daresay,’ in quite another voice, and glanced at 
the picture. But as she remained standing, he continued 
more earnestly, ‘ I didn’t come here to tell you what yoxx 
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might read in the newspapers to-morrow morning, and 
what everybody might tell you. Before that time I 
want you to do something to save a fragment of your 
property from the ruin — do you understand? I want 
you to make a rally, and bring off something in good 
order.’ 

‘ For him ? ’ said Mrs. Tucker, with brightening 
eyes. 

‘ Well — yes — of course— if you like — but as if for your- 
self. Do you know the Rancho de ios Cuervos ? ’ 

‘ I do.’ 

‘It’s almost the only bit of real property your liusband 
hasn’t sold, mortgaged, or pledged. Why it was exemi)t 
— or whether only forgotten — I can’t say.’ 

‘ I’ll tell you w'hy,’ said Mrs. Tucker, with a slight 
return of colour. ‘ It was the first land we ever bouglit, 
and Silencer always said it should be mine and he would 
build a new house on it.’ 

Captain Poindexter smiled and nodded at the picture. 
‘ Oh, he did say that, did he ? Well, thaVs evidence. 
Blit you see he never gave you the deed, and by sunrise 
to-morrow his creditors will attach it — unless ’ 

‘ Unless ? ’ repeated Mrs. Tucker with kindling 

eyes. 

‘ Unless,’ continued Captain Poindexter, ‘ they happen 
to find you in possession.’ 

‘ I’ll go,’ said Mrs. Tucker. 

‘ Of course you will,’ returned Poindexter jileasantly. 
‘ Only, as it’s a big contract to take, suppose we see how 
you can fill it. It’s forty miles to Los Cuervos, and you 
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can^t trust yourself to steamboat or stage coach. The 
Bteamboat left an hour ago.’ 

‘ If I had only known this then I ’ ejaculated Mrs. 
Tucker. 

‘ I know it, but you had company then,’ said Poin- 
dexter with ironical gallantry, ‘ and I wouldn’t disturb 
5^ou.’ Without saying how he knew it, he continued, 

‘ In the stage-coach you might be recognised. You must 
go in a private conveyance and alone — even I cannot go 
with you, for I must go on before and meet you there. 
Can you drive forty miles ? ’ 

Mrs. Tucker lifted up her abstracted pretty lids ; ‘ I 
once drove fifty — at home,’ she returned simply. 

‘ Good ! and I daresay you did it then for fun. Do it 
now for something^eal and personal —as we lawyers say. 
Y^ou will have relays and a plan of the road. It’s rough 
weather for a pasear, but all the better for that. Y'ou’ll 
have less company on the road,’ 

‘ How soon can I go ? ’ she asked. 

‘ The sooner the better. I’ve arranged everything for 
you already,’ he continued wdth a laugh. ‘ Come now — 
that’s a compliment to you isn’t it ? ’ He smiled a 
moment in her steadfast, earnest face, and then said more 
gravely, ‘ You’ll do. Now listen.’ 

He then carefully detailed liis plan. There was so 
little of excitement or mystery in their manner that the 
servant, who returned to light the gas, never knew that 
the ruin and bankruptcy of the house was being told before 
her, or that its mistress was planning her secret flight. 

‘ Good afternoon ; I will see you to-morro^v then,’ said 
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Poindexter, raising his eyes to hers as the servajit opened 
the door for him. 

‘ Good afternoon,* repeated Mrs. Tucker quietly 
answering his look. ‘ You need not light the gas in my 
room, Mary,’ she continued in the same tone of voice as 
the door closed upon liim ; ‘ I shall lie down for a few 
moments, and then I may ran over to the Kobinsons for 
the evening.’ 

She regained her room composedly. The longing 
desire to bury her head in her pillow and ‘ think out ’ her 
position had gone. She did not apostroj)hise her fate, she 
did not weep ; few real women do in the access of calamity, 
or when there is anything else to be done. She felt that 
she knew it all ; she believed she had soimded the pro- 
foundest depths of the disaster, and seemed already so 
old in her experience that she almost fancied she had been 
prepared for it. Perhaps she did not fully appreciate it : 
to a life like hers it was only an incident, the mere turning 
of a page of the illimitable book of youth ; the breaking up 
of what she now felt had become a monotony. In fact, 
she was not quite sure she had ever been satisfied witli 
their present success. Had it brought her all she ex- 
pected ? She wanted to say this to her husband, not only 
to comfort him, poor fellow, but that they might come to 
a better understanding of life in the future. She was not 
perhaps different from other loving women who, believing 
in this unattainable goal of matrimony, have sought it in 
the varioiis episodes of fortune or reverses, in the bearing 
of children, or the loss of friends. In her childless ex- 
perience there was no other life that had taken root in her 
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circumstances and mif?ht suffer transplantation : onty she 
and her husband could lose or profit by the change. The 
‘lierfect’ understanding would come under other condi- 
tions than these. 

She would have gone superstitiously to the window to 
gaze in the direction of the vanished ship, but another 
instinct restrained her. She would put aside all yearning 
for him until she had done something to help him, and 
earned the confidence he seemed to have withheld. 
Perhaps it was pride — perhaps she never really believed 
his exodus was distant or complete. 

With a full knowledge that to-morrow the various 
ornaments and pretty trifles around her would be in the 
hands of the law, she gathered only a few necessaries for 
her flight and some familiar personal trinkets. I am 
constrained to say that this self-abnegation was more 
fastidious than moral. She had no more idea of the 
ethics of bankruptcy than any other charming woman ; 
she simply did not like to take with her any contagious 
memory of the chapter of the life just closing. She 
glanced around the home she was leaving without a 
lingering regret ; there was no sentiment of tradition or 
custom that might be destroyed ; her roots lay too near 
the surface to suffer fi’om dislocation ; the happiness of 
her childless union had depended upon no domestic 
centre, nor was its flame sacred to any local hearthstone. 
It was without a sigh that, when night had fully fallen, 
she slipped unnoticed dovm the staircase. At the door of 
the drawing-room she paused and then entered with the 
first guilty feeling of shame she had known that evening. 
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Looking stealthily around she mounted a chair before her 
husband’s picture, kissed the irrejiroachable moustache 
hurriedly, said, ‘ You foolish darling, you ! * and slipped 
out again. With this touching endorsement of the views 
of a rival philosopher, she closed tlic door softly and left 
her ilome for ever. 
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The wind and rain had cleared the unfrequented suhurb 
of any observant lounger, and the darkness, lit only by 
far-spaced, gusty lamps, hid her hastening figure. She 
had barely crossed the second street when she heard the 
quick clatter of hoofs behind her ; a buggy drove up to 
the curbstone, and Poindexter leaped out. She entered 
qiiickly, but for a moment he still held the reins of the 
impatient horse. ‘ He’s rather fresh,’ he said, eyeing her 
keenly ; ‘ are you sure you can manage him ? ’ 

* Give me the reins,’ she said simply. 

He placed them in the two firm, well- shaped hands 
that reached from the depths of the vehicle, and was 
satisfied. Yet he lingered : 

‘ It’s rough work for a lone woman,’ he said, almost 
ciu’tly. ‘ I can’t go with you, but — speak frankly — is 
there any man you know whom you can trust well 
enough to take ? It’s not too late yet ; think a moment 1 ’ 
He paused over the buttoning of the leather apron of 
the vehicle. 

‘ No, there is none,* answered the voice from the 
interior ; ‘ and it’s better so. Is all ready ? ’ 

‘One moment more.’ He had recovered liis half- 
bantering manner. ‘ Y'ou have a Mend and countryman 
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already with you, do yon know ? Your liorso is Blue 
Grass. Good- night.’ 

With these words ringing in her ears she began her 
journey. The horse, as if eager to maintain the reputa- 
tion which his native district had given his race, as well 
as the race of the pretty woman behind him, leaped im- 
patiently forward. But pulled together by the fine and 
firm fingers that seemed to guide rather than check his 
exuberance, he presently struck into the long swinging 
pace of his kind, and kept it thruughout without ‘ break ’ 
or acceleration. Over the paved streets the light buggy 
rattled, and the slender shafts danced around his smooth 
barrel, but when they touched the level high-road horse 
and vehicle shipped forward through the night a swift 
and noiseless phantom. Mrs. Tucker could see his grace- 
ful back dimly rising and falling before her with tireless 
rhythm, and could feel the intelligent pressure of his 
mouth until it seemed the responsive grasp of a powerful 
but kindly hand. The faint glow of concpiest came to 
her cold cheek ; the slight stirrings of pride moved her 
pre-occupied heart. A soft light filled her hazel eyes. A 
desolate woman, bereft of husband and home, and flying 
through storm and night — she knew not where — she still 
leaned forward towards her horse. ‘ Was he Blue Grass, 
then, dear old boy ? ’ she gently cooed at him in the 
darkness. He evidently was, and responded by blowing 
her an ostentatious equine kiss. ‘ And he would be good 
to his own forsaken Belle,’ she murmured caressingly, 
♦ and wouldn’t lot anyone harm her ? ’ But here, over- 
come by the lazy witcheiy of her voice, he shook his head 
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BO violently that Mrs. Tucker, after the fasliion of her Be\% 
liad the double satisfaction of demurely restraining the 
passion she had evoked. 

To avoid tlie more travelled thoroughfare, while the 
evening was still early, it had been arranged that she 
should at first take a less direct but less frecpiented road. 
This was a famous pleasure-drive from San Francisco — a 
gravelled and sanded stretch of eight miles to the sea and 
an ultimate ‘ cocktail,’ in a ‘ stately pleasure-dome de- 
creed ’ among the surf and rocks of the Pacific shore. It 
was deserted now, and left to the unobstructed sweep of 
the wind and rain. Mrs. Tucker would not liave chosen 
this road. "With the instinctive jealousy of a bucolic 
inland race born by great rivers, she did not like the sea ; 
and again the dim and dreary waste tended to recall the 
vision connected with her husband’s flight, upon which 
she had resolutely shut her eyes. But when she had 
reached it the road suddenly turned, following the trend 
of the beach, and she was exposed to the full power of its 
dread fascinations. The combined roar of sea and shore 
was in her ears ; as the direct force of the gale had com- 
pelled her to furl the protecting hood of the buggy to keep 
the light vehicle from oversetting or drifting to leeward, 
she could no longer shut out the heaving chaos on the 
right from which tlie x^a-Uid ghosts of dead and dying 
breakers dimly rose and sank as if in awful salutation. 
At times through the darkness a white sheet apjjeared 
Rjiread before the path and beneath the wheels of the 
buggy, whicli, when withdrawn with a reluctant hiss, 
soemed striving to drag the exhausted beach seaward 
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with it. But the hliiitl terror of her horse, who swerved 
at every sweep of the siu'ge, shamed her own half- super- 
stitions fears, and with the effort to control his alarm she 
regained her own self-possession — albeit with c^^elashes 
wet not altogether with the salt spray from the sea. Tliis 
was followed by a reaction, perhaps stimulated by her 
victory over the beaten animal, when for a time — she 
knew not how long — she felt only a mad sense of freedom 
and powder, oblivious of even her sorrow’s, her lost home 
and husband, and with intense feminine consciousness 
she longed to bo a man. She was scarcely awuire that the 
track turned again inland until the beat of the horse’s 
hoofs on the firm ground and an acceleration of speed 
showed her she had left the beach and the mysterious sea 
behind her, and she remembered that she was near the 
end of the first stage of her journey. Half an hour later 
the twinkling lights of the roadside inn w’hcrc she was to 
change horses rose out of the darkness. 

Happily for her the ostler considered the horse, wdio 
had a local reputation, of more importance than the un- 
known mutfied figure in the shadow' of the unfurled hood, 
and confined his attention to the animal. After a careful 
examination of his feet and a few comments addressed 
solely to the superior creation, he led him away. Mrs. 
Tucker would have liked to part more affectionately from 
her four-footed compatriot, and felt a sudden sense of 
lonelmess at the loss of her new Mend, but a recollection 
of certain cautions of Captain Poindexter’s kept her mute. 
Nevertheless, the ostler’s ostentatious adjuration of ‘ Now 
then, aren’t you going to bring out that mustang for the 
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Senora ? ’ puzzled her. It was not until the fresh horse 
was put to, and she had flung a piece of gold into the 
attendant’s hand, that the ‘ Gracias ’ of his unmistakable 
Saxon speech revealed to her the reason of the lawyer’s 
caution. Poindexter had evidently represented her to 
these peoide as a native Californian who did not speak 
English. In her inconsistency her blood took fire at this 
first suggestion of deceit, and burned in her face. Why 
should ho try to pass her off as anybody else ? Why 
should she not use her own — her husband’s name ? She 
stopped and bit her lip. 

It was but the beginning of an uneasy train of thought. 
She suddenly found herself thinking of her visitor, 
Callioun Weaver — and not pleasantly. He would hear of 
their ruin to-morrow, perhai>s of her own flight. He 
w^ould remember his visit, and what would he think of 
her deceitful frivolity ? W^ould he believe that she was 
then ignorant of the failure ? It was her first sense of 
any accountability to others than herself, but even then 
it was rather owing to an uneasy consciousness of what 
her husband must feel if he were subjected to the criti- 
cisms of men like Calhoun. She wondered if others knew 
that ho had kept her in ignorance of his flight. Bid 
Poindexter know it— or had he only entrapped her into 
the admission ? Why had she not been clever enough to 
make him think that she knew it already ? For the 
moment she hated Poindexter for sharing that secret. 
Yet this was again followed by a new impatience of her 
husband’s want of insight into her ability to help him. 
Of course the poor fellow could not bear to worry her — 
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could not bear to ftice such men as Calhoun, or c^•cli 
Poindexter (she added exultingly to herself) — but he 
might have sent her a line as he fled, only to prepare her 
to meet and combat the shame alone. It did not occur 
to her unsophisticated singleness of nature that she was 
accepting as an error of feeling what the world would call 
cow’ardly selfishness. 

At midnight the storm lulled and a few stars trembled 
through the rent clouds. Her eyes had become accus- 
tomed to the darkness, and her country instincts, a little 
overlaid by the urban experiences of the last few years, 
came again to the surface. She felt the fresh cool radia- 
tion from outlying upturned fields, the faint sad odours 
from dim stretches of pricking grain and quickening leaf, 
and wondered if at Los Cuervos it might be i)ossible to 
reproduce the peculiar verdure of her native district. 
She beguiled her fancy by an ambitious plan of retrieving 
their fortunes by farming ; her comfortable tastes had 
lately rebelled against the homeless mechanical cultiva- 
tion of these desolate, but teeming, Californian acres, and 
for a moment indulged in a vision of a vine-clad cottage 
home that in any other woman would have been senti- 
mental. Her cramped limbs aching, she took advantage 
of the security of the darkness and the familiar contiguity 
of the fields to get down from the vehicle, gather her 
skirts together, and run at the head of the mustang, until 
her chill blood was thawed, night drawing a modest veil 
over this charming revelation of the nymph and woman. 
But the sudden shadow of a coyote checked the scouring 
feet of this swdft Camilla, and sent her back precipitately 
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to the buggy. Keverthekss, she was refreshed, and able 
to pursue her journey, until the cold grey of early morn- 
ing found her at the end of her second stage. 

Her route was changed again from the main highway, 
rendered dangerous by the approach of day and the con- 
tiguity of the neighbouring rancher os. The road was 
rough and hilly, her new horse and vehicle in keeping 
with the rudeness of the route — by far the most difficult 
of her whole journey. The rare waggon tracks that indi- 
cated her road w^re c^eh scarcely discernible ; at times 
they led her through openings in the half-cleared woods, 
skirted suspicious morasses, painfully climbed the smooth 
dome-like hills, or %vound along perilous slox>es at a dan- 
gerous angle. Twice she had to alight and cling to the 
sliding wheels on one of those treacherous inclines, or 
drag them from im2)endmg ruts or immovable mhe. In 
the growing light she could distinguish the distant, low’- 
lying marshes eaten by encroaching sloughs and insidious 
channels, and beyond them the faint grey waste of the 
Lower Bay. A darker 2)eninsula in the marsh she knew 
to be the extreme boundary of her future home — ^the 
llancho de los Cuervos. In another hour she began to 
descend to the plain, and to once more approach the main 
road, wdiich now ran nearly parallel with her track. She 
scanned it cautiouslj- for any early traveller ; it stretched 
nori}i an 4 ^outh in apparent unending -solitude. She 
struck into it boldl^y, and urged her horse to the top of 
his speed, until she reached the cross road that led to the 
ranchg. But here she paused, and allo'wed the reins to 
drop idly on the mustang’s back. A singular and unac- 
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countable irresolution seized h^r. The difficulties of her 
journey were over; tile rancho lay scarcely two miles 
away ; she had achieved the most important part of her 
task in the appointed time, but she hesitated. "What had 
she come for ? She tried to recall Poindexter’s Tvords, 
even her owm enthusiasm, but in vain. She w^as going to 
take possession of her husband’s property, she knew— 
that w’as all. But the means she had taken seemed now 
so exaggerated and mysterious for that simple end that 
she began to dread an impending something, or som© 
vague danger she had not coi^^^dered, that site was rush- 
ing blindly to meet. Full of- this strange feeling, she 
almost mechanically stopped her horse as she entered the 
cross road. 

From this momentary hesitation a singular sound 
aroused her. It seemed at first like the swift hurrying 
by of some viewless courier of the air, the vague alarm of 
some invisible flying herald, or like the inarticulate cry 
that precedes a storm. It seemed to rise and fall around 
her as if with some changing urgency of purpose. Eais- 
ingjher eyes, she suddenly recognised the two far-stretch- 
ing lines of telegraph wire above her head, and knew the 
seolian cry of the morning wind along its vibrating chords. 
But it brought another and more practical fear to her 
active braint Perhaps even now the telegraph might be 
anticipating her I Had Poindexter thought of that ? 
She hesitated no longer, but laying the whip on the back 
of her jaded mustang again hurried forward. ' . ^ 

As the level horizon grew more distinct her attention 
was attracted by the w'hite sail of a small boat lazily 
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threading the sinuons? channel of the slough. It might 
be Poindexter arriving by the more direct route from the 
steamboat that occasionally laid off the ancient cmbarca- 
dero of the Los Cuervos Bancho. But even while watch- 
ing it her quick ear caught the sound of galloping hoofs 
behind her. She turned quickly and saw she was followed 
by a horseman. But her momentary alarm w^as suc- 
ceeded by a feeling of relief as she recognised the erect 
figure and square shoulders of Poindexter. Yet she could 
not help thinking that he looked more like a militant 
scout, and less like a cautious legal adviser, than ever. 

With unaffected womanliness she rearranged her 
slightly disordered hair as he drew up beside her. ‘ I 
thought you were in yonder boat,’ she said. 

‘ Not I,’ he laughed ; ‘ I distanced you by tlie high 
road two hours, and have been reconnoitring, until I saw 
you hesitate at the cross roads.’ 

‘ But who is in the boat ? ’ asked Mrs. Tucker, partly 
to hide her embarrassment. 

* Only some early Chinese market gardener, I dare- 
say. But you are safe now. Y'ou are on your own land. 
You passed the boundary monument of the rancho five 
minutes ago. Look ! All you see before you is yours, 
from the emharcadcro to yonder coast range.’ 

The tone of half-raillery did not, however, cheer Mrs. 
Tucker. She shuddered slightly and cast her eyes over 
the monotonous sea of tule and meadow. 

‘ It doesn’t look pretty, perhaps,’ continued Poindexter, 
‘ but it’s the richest land in the State, and the emharca- 
dero will ’ some day be a towm, I suppose you’ll call it 
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Blue Grassvillc. But you seem tired!’ he said, suddenly 
dropping his voice to a tone of half-humorous 'sympathy. 

Mrs. Tucker managed to get rid of an impending tear 
under the pretence of clearing her e^^es. ‘ Are we nearly 
there ? ’ she asked. 

‘ Nearly. You know,’ he added, with the same half- 
mischievous, half-symx3athising gaiety, ‘ it’s not exactly a 
palace you’re coming to. Hardly. It’s the old casa that 
has been deserted for years, but I thought it better you 
should go into possession there than take up your abode 
at the shanty where your husband’s farm-hands are. No 
one will know when you take i)c>ssession of the casa^ 
while the very hour of your arrival at the shanty would 

be known — and if they should make any trouble ’ 

‘ If they should make any trouble ? ’ rej)catcd Mrs. 
Tucker, lifting her frank, enquiring eyes to Poindexter. 

His horse suddenly rearing from an apparently acci- 
dental i>rick of the spur, it was a minute or two before he 
was able to explain. * I mean if this ever comes up as a 
matter of evidence you knoAv. But here we are ! ’ 

What had * seemed to be an overgrown mound rising 
like an island out of the dead level of the grassy sea, now 
resolved itself into a collection of aclohc walls, eaten and 
encrusted with shrubs and vines that bore some resem- 
blance to the usual uninhabited-looking exterior of a 
Spanish- American dwelling. Apertures that might have 
been lance-shaped windows or only cracks and fissures in 
the walls were choked up with weeds and grass, and gave 
no passing glimpse of the interior. Entering a ruinous 
corral they came to second entrance which proved to bo 

G 2 
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the patio or courtyard. The deserted wooden con-idor, 
with beams, rafters, and floors whitened by the eternal 
sun and wind, contained a few withered leaves, drily rot- 
ting skins and thongs of leather, as if undisturbed by 
human care. But among these scattered dehris of former 
life and habitation there was no noisome or unclean sug- 
gestion of decaj^ A faint spiced odour of dessication 
filled the bare walls. There was no slime on stone or 
sun-dried brick. In place of fungus or discoloured mois- 
ture the dust of efflorescence whitened in the obscured 
coiners. The elements had picked clean the bones of the 
crumbling tenement ere they should finally absorb it. 

A withered old ptcon w^oman, who in dress, complexion, 
and fibrous hair might have been an animated firagment 
of the debris^ rustled out of a low vaulted passage and 
welcomed them with a feeble crepitation. Following her 
into the dim interior, Mrs. Tucker was surprised to find 
some slight attempt at comfort and even adornment in 
the two or three habitable apartments. They were scru- 
pulously clean and dry — two qualities wliich in her femi- 
nine eyes atoned for poverty of material. 

‘ I could not send anything from San Bruno, the 
nearest village, without attracting attention,’’ explained 
Poindexter ; ‘ but if you can manage to picnic here for a 
day longer, I’U get one of our Chinese friends here,’ he 
pointed to the slough, ‘ to bring over, for his return cargo 
from across the bay, any necessaries you may want. 
There is no danger of his betraying you,’ he added, with 
an ironical smile ; ‘ Chinamen and Indians are, by an 
ingenious provision of the statute of California, incapable 
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of giving evidence against a white person. You can trust 
your handmaiden perfectly — even if she can’t trust you. 
That is your sacred privilege under the constitution. 
And now, as I expect to catch the up-boat ten miles from 
hence, I must say “ good-bj^e ” until to-morrow night. I 
hope to bring you then sonie more definite plans for the 
future. The worst is over.’ He held her hand for a 
moment, and with a graver voice continued, ‘ You have 
done it very well — do you know — very well ! ’ 

In the slight embarrassment produced by his sudden 
change of manner, she felt that ner thanks seemed 
awkward and restrained. ‘ Don’t thank me,’ he laughed 
with a prompt return of his former levity, ‘ that’s my trade, 
I only advised. You have saved yourself like a plucky 
woman — shall I say like Blue Grass ? Good-bye I ’ He 
mounted his horse, but, as if struck by an afterthought, 
wdieeled and drew up by her side again. ‘ If I w'^cre you 
I wouldn’t see many strangers for a day or two, and listen 
to as little news as a -woman possibly can.’ He laughed 
again, weaved her a half- gallant, half-military salute, and 
was gone. The question she had been trying to frame, 
regarding the probability of communication with her 
husband, remained unasked. At least she had saved her 
pride before him. 

Addressmg herself to the care of her narrow house- 
hold, she mechanically put away the few things she had 
brought with her, and began to readjust the scant 
furniture. She was a little discomposed at first at the 
absence of bolts, locks, and even window-fastenings until 
assured, by Concha’s evident inability to comprehend her 
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concern, that they were quite unknown at Los Cuervos. 
Her slight knowledge of Spanish was barely sufficient to 
make her wants known, so that the relief of conversation 
with her only companion was debarred her, and she was 
obliged to content herself with the sapless, crackling 
smiles and withered genuflexions that the old woman 
dropped lilte dead leaves in her i)ath. It was staring noon 
when, the house singing lil^e an empty shell in the 
monotonous wind, she felt she could stand the solitude no 
longer, and, crossing the glaring joatio and whistling 
corridor, made her way to the open gateway. 

But the view without seemed to intensify her desola- 
tion. The broad expanse of the shadowless plain reached 
apj)arently to the coast range, trackless and unbroken 
save by one or two clusters of dwarfed oaks, which at 
that distance were but mossy excrescences on the surface, 
barely raised above the dead level. On the other side the 
marsh took up the monotony and carried it, scarcely 
interrupted by undefined watercourses, to the faintly 
marked out horizon line of the remote bay. Scattered 
and apparently motionless black spots on the meadows 
that gave a dreary significance to the title of ‘ the Crows ’ 
which the rancho bore, and sudden grey clouds of sand- 
pipers on the marshes, that rose and vanished down the 
wind, were the only signs of life. Even the white sail of 
the early morning was gone. 

She stood there until the aching of her straining eyes 
and the stiffening of her limbs in the cold wind compelled 
her to seek the sheltered warmth of the courtyard. Here 
she endeavoured to make friends with a bright- eyed lizard, 
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who was sunning himself in the conidor — a graceful little 
creature in blue and gold, from whom she felt at other 
times she might have fled, but whose beauty and harm- 
lessness solitude had made known to her. With misplaced 
kindness she tempted it with bread-crumbs, with no other 
effect than to stiffen it into stony astonislmient. She 
wondered if she should become like the prisoners she had 
read of in books, who poured out their solitary affections 
on noisome creatures, and she regretted even the mustang, 
which with the buggy had disappeared under the charge 
of some unknown retainer on her arrival. Was she not a 
prisoner ? The shutterless windows, yawning doors, and 
open gate refuted the suggestion, but the encompassing 
solitude and trackless w'astc still held her captive. Poin- 
dexter had told her it was foiir miles to the shanty ; she 
might walk there. Why had she given her word that she 
would remain at the rancho until he returned ? 

The long day crept monotonously away, and she 
•N\ elcomcd the night which shut out the dreary prospect. 
But it brought no cessation of the harassing wind without, 
nor surcease of the nervous irritation its perpetual and 
even activity wrought upon her. It haunted her pillow 
even in her exhausted sleep, and seemed to impatiently 
beckon her to rise and follow it. It brought her feverish 
dreams of her husband, footsore and weary, staggering 
forward under its pitiless lash and clamorous outcry; 
she would have gone to his assistance, but when she 
reached his side and held oiit her arms to him, it hurried 
her past with merciless power, and, bearing her aw’ay, left 
him hopelessly behind. It was broad day when she 
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awoke. The usual night showers of the waning rainy 
season had left no trace in sky or meadow; the fervid 
morning sun had already dried the patio ; only the rest- 
less harrying wind remained. 

Mrs. Tucker arose with a resolve. She had learned 
from Concha on the previous evening that a part of the 
shanty was used as a tienda or shop for the labourers and 
ranchcros. Under the necessity of purchasing some 
articles, she would go there and for a moment mingle 
with those i^eople, who would not recognise her. Even if 
they did, her instinct told her it would be less to be feared 
than the hopeless uncertainty of another day. As she 
left the house the wind seemed to seize her as in her 
dream and hurry her along with it, until in a few moments 
the walls of the low casa sank into the earth again and 
she was alone, but for the breeze on the solitary plain. 
The level distance glittered in the sharp light, a few 
crows with slant wings dipped and ran down the wind 
before her, and a passing gleam on the marsh was 
explained by the far-off cry of a curlew. 

She had walked for an hour, upheld by the stimulus 
of light and morning air, when the cluster of scrub oaks, 
which was her destination, opened enough to show two 
rambling sheds, before one of which was a wooden plat- 
form containing a few bari’els and bones. As she 
approached nearer, she could see that one or two horses 
were tethered under the trees, that their riders were 
lounging by a horse-trough, and that over an open door 
the word Tienda was rudely painted on a board, and as 
rudely illustrated by the wares displayed at door and 
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window. Accustomed as she was to the pov erty of frontier 
architecture, even the crimihling walls of the old hacienda 
she had just left seemed picturesque to the rigid angles of 
the thin, blank, unpainted shell before her. One of the 
loungers, who was reading a nc’wspaper aloud as she 
advanced, put it aside and stared at her ; there was an 
evident commotion in the shoj> as she stepped upon the 
platform, and when she entered, with breathless lips and 
beating heart, she found herself the object of a dozen 
cimous eyes. Her quick pride resented the scrutiny and 
recalled her courage, and it was with a slight coldness in 
her usual lazy indifference that she leaned over the 
counter and asked for the articles she wanted. 

The request was follow'ed by a dead silence. Mrs. 
Tucker repeated it with some hauteur. 

‘ I reckon you don’t seem to know this store is in the 
hands of the sheriff,’ said one of the loungers. 

Mrs. Tucker was not a\vare of it. 

‘ Well, I don’t know anyone who’s a better right to 
know than Spence Tucker’s wife,’ said another with a 
coarse laugh. The laugh was echoed by the others. 
Mrs. Tucker saw the pit into which she had deliberately 
w^alked, but did not flinch. 

‘ Is there anyone to serve here ? ’ she asked, turning 
her clear eyes full upon the bystanders. 

‘ You’d better ask the Sheriff. He was the last one to 
sarve here. He sarved an attachment,’ replied the in- 
evitable humourist of all Californian assemmages. 

‘ Is he here ? ’ asked Mrs. Tucker, disregarding the 
renew^ed laughter which followed this subtle witticism. 
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The loungers at the door made way for one of their 
party, who was half dragged, half pushed into the shop. 
‘ Here he is,’ said half a dozen eager voices, in the fond 
belief that his presence might impart additional humour 
to the situation. He cast a deprecating glance at Mrs. 
Tucker and said, ‘ It’s so, madam ! This yer place is 
attached ; hut if there’s anything you’re wanting, why I 
reckon, boys ’ — ho turned half appealingly to the crowd — 
‘ we could oblige a lady.’ There was a vague sound of 
angry opposition and remonstrance from the back door of 
the shop, but the majority, x)artly overcome by Mrs. 
Tucker’s beauty, assented. ‘ Only,’ continued the officer 
explanatorily, ‘ ez these yer goods arc in the hands of the 
creditors, they ought to be represented by an equiva- 
lent in money. If you’re expecting they should bo 
charged ’ 

‘ But I wish to xmy for them,’ interrupted Mrs. 
Tucker, with a slight flush of indignation : ‘ I have the 
money.’ 

‘ Oh, I bet you have ! ’ screamed a voice, as, over- 
turning all opposition, the malcontent at the back door, 
in the shape of an infuriated woman, forced her way into 
the shop. ‘ I’ll bet you have the money ! Look at her, 
boys ! Look at the wife of the thief, with the stolen 
money, in diamonds in her ears and rings on her fingers. 
Site's got money if we've none. She can pay for what 
she fancies, if we haven’t a cent to redeem the bed that’s 
stolen from under us. Oh, yes, buy it all, Mrs. Spencer 
Tucker ! buy the whole shop, Mrs. Spencer Tucker I do 
you hear ? And if you aint satisfied then, buy my 
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clothes, my wedding ring, the only things your husband 
hasn’t stolen.’ 

‘ I don’t understand you,’ said Mrs. Tucker coldly, 
turning towards the door. But with a hying leap across 
the counter her relentless adversary stood between her 
and retreat. 

‘ You don’t understand ! Perhaps you don’t under- 
stand that your husband not only stole the hard labour of 
these men, but even the little money they brought here 
and trusted to his thieving hands. Perhaps you don’t 
know that he stole my husband’s hard earnings, mort- 
gaged these very goods you want to buy, and that he is 
to-day a convicted thief, a forger, and a runaway coward. 
Perhaps, if you can’t understand mc^ you can read the 
newspaper. Look ! ’ She exultingly opened the j)aper 
the sheriff had been reading aloud, and pointed to the 
displayed headlines. ‘ Look ! there are the very w’ords, 
“Forgery, Swindling, Embezzlement!” Do you see? 
And i^erhaps you can’t understand this. Look ! “ Shame- 
ful flight. Abandons his wife. Euns off with a Noto- 
rious ” ’ 

‘ Easy, old gal, easy now. D — n it ! Will you dry 
up ? I say. Stoxy ! ’ 

It was too late ! The Sheriff had dashed the paper 
from the woman’s hand, but not until Mrs. Tucker had 
read a single line — a line such as she had sometimes turned 
from with w^eary scorn in her careless perusal of the daily 
shameful chroniefe of domestic infelicity. Then she had 
coldly wondered if there could be any such men and 
women and now — ! The crowd fell back before her ; even 
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the virago was silenced as she looked at her face. The 
humourist’s face -was as white, but not as immobile, as he 
gasped, ‘ Christ ! if I don’t believe she knew nothin’ of 
it!’ 

For a moment the full force of such a supposition, 
with all its poignancy, its dramatic intensity, and its 
pathos, possessed the crowd. In the momentary clair- 
voyance of enthusiasm they caught a glimpse of the truth, 
and by one of the strange reactions of human passion 
they only waited for a word of appeal or explanation from 
her lips to throw themselves at her feet. Had she simply 
told her story they would have believed her; had she 
cried, fainted, or gone into hysterics, they would have 
pitied her. She did neither. Perhaps she thought of 
neither — or indeed of anything that was then before her 
eyes. She W'alked erect to the door and tinned uj)on the 
threshold. ‘ I mean what I say,’ she said calmly, ‘ I 
don’t understand you. But whatever just claims you 
have upon my husband wdll be paid by me — or by his 
lawyer. Captain Poindexter.’ 

She had lost the sympathy but not the respect of her 
hearers. They made way for her with sullen deference 
as she x^assed out on the platform. But her adversaiy, 
Xirofiting by the last opportunity, burst into an ironical 
laugh. 

‘ Captain Poindexter, is it ? Well, perhaps he’s safe 
to pay your bill — but as for your husband’s ’ 

‘ That’s another matter,’ intermxited a familiar voice 
wdth the greatest cheerfulness — ‘that’s what you were 
going to say, wasn’t it ? Ha ! ha ! Well, Mrs. Patterson,’ 
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continued Poindexter, stex^ping from his buggy, ‘ you 
never sj^oke a truer word in your life. One moment, Mrs. 
Tucker. Let me send you back in the buggy. Don’t 
mind me, I can get a fresh horse of the Sheriff. I’m 
quite at home here. I say, Patterson, step a few paces 
this way, will you ? A little further from your wife, 
X)lease. That’ll do. You’ve got a claim of five thousand 
dollars against the xu'operty, haven’t you ? ’ 

‘ A^es.’ 

‘AVell, that woman just driving away is your one 
solitary chance of getting a cent of it. If your wife 
insults her again — that chance is gone. And if you 
do ’ 

‘ Well ? ’ 

‘ As sure as tlicre is a God in Israel and a Supreme 
Court of the State of California, I’ll kill you in your 
'tracks ! . . . Stay ! ’ 

Patterson turned. The irrepressible look of humorous 
tolerance of all human fi-ailty had suffused Poindexter’s 
black eyes with mischievous moisture. ‘ If you think it 
quite safe to confide to your wife this prospect of her im- 
provement by widowhood — you may ! ’ 
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III. 

Mr. Patterson did not inform his wife of the lawyer’s 
personal threat to himself. But he managed, after Poin- 
dexter had left, to make her conscious that Mrs. Tucker 
might he a power to he placated and feared. ‘ You’ve 
shot off your mouth at her,’ he said argumentatively, ‘ and 
whether you’ve hit the mark or not you’ve had your say. 
Ef you think it’s worth a possible five thousand dollars aud 
interest to keep on, heave ahead. Ef you rather have the 
chance of getting the rest in cash, you’ll let up on her.’ 

* You don^t suppose,’ returned Mrs. Patterson contemptu- 
ously, ‘ that she’s got anything hut what that man of hers 
—Poindexter — lets her have ? ’ ‘ The Sheriff says,’ re- 

torted Patterson surlily, ‘ that she’s notified him that she 
claims the rancho as a gift from her husband three years 
ago— and she’s in possession now, and was so when the 
execution was out — . It don’t make no matter,’ he 
added with gloomy philosophy, ‘ who’s got a full haaad as 
long as we ain’t got the cards to chip in. I wouldn’t ’a, 
minded it,’ he continued meditatively, * ef Spence Tucker 
had dropped a hint to me afore he put out.’ ‘ And I 
suppose,’ said* Mrs. Patterson angrily, ‘ you’d have put 
out too ? ’ * i reckon,’ said Patterson, simply. 

Twice or l^ce during the evening he referred, mom 
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or less directly, to this lack of confidence shown by His 
late debtor and employer, and seamed to feel it more 
keenly than the loss of property. He confided his senti- 
ments quite openly to the Sheriff in possession, over the 
whisky and euchre with which these gentlemen avoided 
the difficulties of their delicate relations. He brooded 
over it as he handed the keys of the shop to the Sheriff 
when they p^n-ted for the night, and was still thinking of 
it when the house was closed, everybody gone to bed, and 
he was fetching a fresh jug of watt r from the well. The 
moon was at times obscured by flying clouds— rthe avmit- 
couriers of the regular evening shower. He was stooping 
over the well, when he sprang suddenly td his feet again : 
‘ Who’s there ? ’ he demanded sharply. 

‘ Hush ! ’ said a voice so low and faint it might have 
been a whisper of the wiiid in the palisades of tljke corral. 
But, indistinct as it was, it was the voice of the man he 
was thmking of as far away, and it sent a thrill of alteniate 
awe and pleasure through his pulses. 

He glanced quickly aromid. The moon was hidden 
by a passing cloud, and only the faint outlines of the 
liouse he had just quitted v/ere visible. ‘ Is that you, 
Spence ? ’ he said tremulously. 

‘ Yes,’ replied the voice, and a figure diffily emerged 
from the comer of the corral. 

‘ Lay low, lay low — for God’s sake,’ said Patterson 
hurriedly throwing himself upon the apparition. ‘ The 
Sheriff and his pow are in there.’ 

‘ But I must speak to you a moment,’ said the 
figure. 
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‘ Wait,’ said Patterson, glancing towards the building. 
It’s blank, shutterless windows revealed no inner light — 
a profound silence encompassed it. ‘ Come quick,’ he 
whispered. Letting his grasp slip down to the unresisting 
hand of the stranger, he half dragged, half led him, brush- 
ing against the wall, into the open door of the deserted 
bar-room he had just quitted, locked the inner door, 
poured a glass of whisky from a decanter, g^ve it to him, 
and then watched him drain it at a single draught. The 
moon came out, and falling through the bare windows 
full upon the stranger’s face, revealed the artistic but 
slightly dishevelled curls and moustache of the fugitive, 
Spencer Tucker. 

Whatever maj^ have been the real influence of this 
unfortunate man upon his fellows, it seemed to find ex- 
pression in a singular unanimity of criticism. Patterson 
looked at liim with a half-dismal, half- welcoming smile : 
‘ Well, you are a h — 11 of fellow, aint you ? ’ 

Spencer Tucker passed his hand through his hair and 
lifted it from his forehead, with a gesture at once emotional 
and theatrical. ‘ I am a man with a price on me 1 ’ he 
said bitterly : ‘ give me up to the Sheriff, and you’ll get 
five thousand dollars. Help me, and you’ll get nothing. 
That’s my luck, and yours too, I suppose.’ 

‘ I reckon you’re right there,’ said Patterson gloomily. 
‘ But I thouglit you got clean away. Went off in a 
ship ’ 

‘ Went off in a boat to a ship,’ interrupted Tucker 
savagely ; * went off to a ship that had all my tilings on 
board—everything. The cursed boat capsized in a squall 
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just off the Heads. The ship sailed away, the men think- 
ing I was drowned, likely, and that they’d make a good 
thing off my goods — I reckon.’ 

‘ But the girl, Inez, who was with you, didn’t she 
make a row ? ’ 

‘ Quien sahe ? ’ returned Tucker, with a reckless laugh. 
‘ Well, I hung on like grim death to that boat’s keel until 
one of those Chinese fishermen, in a “ dug out,” hauled 
me in opposite Sancelito. I chartered him and his dug 
out to bring me down here.’ 

‘ Why here ? ’ asked Patterson, with a certain ostenta- 
tious caution that ill-concealed his pensive satisfaction. 

‘ You may well ask,’ returned Tucker, with an equal 
ostentation of bitterness, as he slightly waved his com- 
panion away. ‘ But I reckoned I could trust a white man 
that I’d been kind too, and who wouldn’t go back on me. 
No, no, let me go ! Hand me over to the Sheriff I ’ 

Patterson had suddenly grasped both the hands of the 
picturesque scamp before him, with an affection that for 
an instant almost shamed the man who had ruined him. 
But Tucker’s egotism whisi^ered that this affection was 
only a recognition of his own superiority, and felt flattered. 
He was begimiing to believe that he was really the injured 
party. 

‘What I have and what I have had is yours, Spence,’ 
returned Patterson, with a sad and simple directness that 
made any further discussion a gratuitous insult. ‘ I only 
wanted to know what you reckoned to do here.’ 

‘ I want to get over across the coast range to Mon- 
terey,’ said Tucker. ‘ Once there, one of those coasting 
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gehooners will bring me down to Acapulco, where the Bhi]i 
will put in.’ 

Patterson remained silent for a moment. ‘ There’s a 
mustang in the corral you can take leastways, I shan’t 
know that it’s gone — ^imtil to-morrow afternoon. In an 
hour from now,’ he added, looking from the window, 

* these clouds will settle down to business. It will rain ; 
there will be light enough for you to find your way by the 
regular trail over the mountain, but not enough for any 
one to know you. If you can't push through to-night, 
you can lie over at the Posada on the summit. Them 
Greasers that keep it won’t know you, and if they did 
the.y won’t go back on you. And if they did go back on 
you nobody would believe them. It’s mighty curious,* 
he added, with gloomy philosophy, ‘ but I reckon it’s the 
reason why Providence allows this kind of cattle to live 
among white men and others made in His image. Take 
a piece of pie, won’t you ? ’ he continued, abandoning 
this abstract reflection and producing half a flat pumpkin 
pie from the bar. Spencer Tucker grasped the pie with 
one hand and his friend’s fingers with the other, and for a 
few moments was silent from the hurried deglutition of 
viand and sentiment. ‘ You’re a white man, Patterson, 
any wa}^’ he resumed. ‘ I’ll take your horse, and put it 
down in our account, at your own figure. As soon as 
this cursed thing is blown over, I’ll be back here and see 
you through, you bet. I don’t desert my friends, however 
rough things go with me.’ 

*I see you don’t,’ returned Patterson, with an un- 
conscious and serious simplicity that had the effect of the 
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most oxqiiisite irony. ‘I was only just saying to the 
Sheriff that if there was an^i^hing I could have done for 
you, you wouldn’t have cut away without letting me 
know.’ Tucker glanced uneasily at Patterson, who con- 
tinued, * Ye ain’t wanting anything else ? ’ Then observ- 
ing that his former friend and patron was roughly but 
newly clothed, and betrayed no trace of his last escax:)ade, 
he added, ‘ I see you’ve got a fresh harness.’ 

‘ That Chinaman bought me these at the land- 

ing ; they’re not much in style or lit,’ he continued, try- 
ing to get a moonlight view of himself in the mirror 
behind the bar, ‘ but that don’t matter here.’ He filled 
another glass of spirits, jauntily settled himself back in 
his chair, and added, ‘ I don’t suppose there are any girls 
around anyway.’ 

‘ ’Cept your wife ; she was down here this afternoon,’ 
said Patterson meditatively. 

Mr. Tucker paused with the pie in his hand. ‘ All,’ 
yes ! ’ He essayed a reckless laugh, but that evident 
simulation failed before Patterson’s melancholy. With 
an assumption of falling in with his fr-iend’s manner, 
rather than fi:om any personal anxiety, he continued, 
‘ Well ? ’ 

‘ That man Poindexter was down here with her. Put 
her in the hacienda to hold possession afore the news 
came out.’ 

‘ Impossible I ’ said Tucker, rising hastily. ‘ It don’t 
belong — that is ’ he hesitated. 

‘ Yer thinking the creditors ’ll get it, mebbee,’ returned 
Patterson, gazing at the floor. ‘Not as long as she’s in 
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it ; no, sir ! Wliether it’s really hers, or she’s only keep- 
ing house for Poindexter, she’s a fixture, you bet. They’re 
a team when they pull together, they are ! ’ 

The smile slowly faded from Tucker’s face, that now 
looked quite rigid in the moonlight. He put down his 
glass and walked to the window as Patterson gloomily 
continued, ‘ But that’s nothing to you. You’ve got ahead 
of ’em both, and had your revenge by going off with the 
gal. That’s what I said all along. When folks — specially 
women folks — wondered how you could leave a woman 
like yowc wife, and go off with a scalliwag like that gal, 
I allers said they’d find out there was a reason. And 
when your wife came flaunting dowm here with Poindexter 
before she’d quite got quit of you, I reckon tliey began to 
see the whole little game. No, sir ! 1 knew it wasn’t on 

account ^f that gal I Why, when you came here to-night 
and told me quite nat’ral-like and easy how she w’ent off 
in the ship, and then calmly ate your pie and drank your 
whisky after it, I knew you didn’t care for her. There’s 
my hand, Spence ; you’re a trump, even if you are a little 
looney, eh ? Why, what’s up ? * 

Shallow and selfish as Tucker was, Patterson’s words 
seemed like a revelation that shocked him as profoundly 
as it might have shocked a nobler nature. The simple 
vanity and selfishness that made him unable to conceive 
any higher reason for his wife’s loyalty than his own per- 
sonal popularity and success, now that he no longer pos- 
sessed that dclat, made him equally capable of the lowest 
suspicions. He was a dishonoured fugitive, broken in 
fortune and reputation-— why should she not desert him ? 
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He had been unfaithful to her from wildness, from caprice, 
from the effect of those fascinating qualities ; it seemed 
to him natural that she should be disloyal firom more 
deliberate motives, and he hugged himself with that 
belief. Yet there was enough doubt, enough of haunting 
suspicion that he had lost or alienated a powerful affection 
to make him thoroughly miserable. He returned his 
friend’s grasp convulsively and buried his face upon his 
shoulder. But he was not above feeling a certain exulta- 
tion in the effect of his misery upon the dog-like, unrea- 
soning affection of Patterson, nor could he entirely refirain 
from slightly posing his affliction before that sympathetic 
but melancholy man. Suddenly he raised his head, drew 
back and thrust his hand into his bosom with a theatrical 
gesture. 

‘ What’s to keep me from killing Poindexter in his 
tracks'? ’ he said wildl^^ 

‘ Nothen’ but his shooting first,’ returned Patterson, 
with dismal practicality. ‘ lie’s mighty quick, like all 
them army men. It’s about even, I reckon, that he don’t 
get me first,’ he added in an ominous voice. 

‘ No ! ’ returned Tucker, grasping his hand again. 
‘ This is not your affair, Patterson ; leave him to me when 
I come back.’ 

‘ If he ever gets the drop on me, I reckon he won’t 
wait,’ continued Patterson lugubriously. ‘ He seems to 
object to my passin’ criticism on your wife, as if she was 
a queen or an angel.’ 

The blood came to Spencer’s cheek, and he turned 
uneasily to the window. ‘ It’s dark enough now for a 
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start,’ he said hurriedly, ‘ and if I could get across the 
mountain without lying over at the summit, it would he 
.jt day gained.’ 

Patterson arose without a word, filled a flask of spirit, 
handed it to his friend, and silently led the way through 
the slowly falling rain and the now settled darkness. 
The mustang was quickly secured and saddled, a heavy 
poncho afforded Tucker a disguise as well as a protection 
from the rain. With a few hurried, disconnected words, 
and an abstracted air, he once more shook his friend’s 
hand and issued cautiously from the corral. When out 
of earshot from the house he put spurs to the mustang, 
and dashed into a gallop. 

To intersect the mountain road he was obliged to 
traverse part of the highway his wife had walked that 
afternoon, and to pass withui a mile of the casa where 
she was. Long before he reached that point his eyes 
were straining the darkness in that direction for some 
indication of the house which was to him familiar. Be- 
coming now accustomed to the even obscurity, less trying 
to the vision than the alternate light and shadow of cloud 
or the full glare of the moonlight, he fancied he could 
distinguish its low walls over the monotonous level. One 
of those impulses which had so often talien the place of 
resolution in his character, suddenly possessed him to 
diverge from his course and approach the house. Why, 
he could not have explained. It was not from any feeling 
of jealous suspicion or contemplated revenge — that had 
passed with the presence of Patterson ; it was not from 
any vague lingering sentiment for the woman he had 
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wronged —he would have shrunk from meeting her at 
that moment. But it was full of these and more possi- 
bilities by which he might or might not be guided, and 
was at least a movement towards some vague end, 
and a distraction from certain thoughts he dared not 
entertain, and could not entirely dismiss. Inconceivable 
and inexplicable to human reason, it might have been 
acceptable to the Divine Omniscience for its predestined 
result. 

He left the road at a point where the marsh 
encroached upon the meadow, familiar to him akcady as 
near the spot where he had debarked from the China- 
man’s boat the day before. He remembered that the 
walls of the hacienda were distinctly visible from the 
tales where he had hidden all day, and he now knew 
that the figures he had observed near the building, which 
had deterred his first attempts at landing, must have 
been his wife and his friend. He knew that a long 
tongue of the slough filled by the rising tide followed the 
marsh, and lay between him and the hacienda. The 
sinking of his horse’s hoofs in the spongy soil determined 
its proximity, and he made a detour to the right to avoid 
it. In doing so, a light suddenly rose above the distant 
horizon ahead of him, trembled faintly, and then burned 
with a steady lustre. It was a light at the hacienda. 
Guiding his horse half abstractedly in this direction, his 
progress was presently checked by the splashing of the 
animal’s hoofs in the water. But the turf below was 
firm, and a salt drop that had spattered to his lips told 
him that it was only the encroaching of the tide in the 
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meadow. AVitli liis eyes on the light, he again urged his 
horse forward. The rain lulled, the clouds began to break, 
the landscape alternately lightened and grew dark ; the 
outlines of the crumbling hacienda avails that enshrined 
the light grew more visible. A strange and dreamy re- 
semblance to the long blue grass plain before his wife’s 
paternal house, .as seen by him during his evening rides 
to courtship, pressed itself upon him. He remembered, 
too, that she used to put a light in the window to indicate 
her presence. Following this retrospect, the moon came 
boldly out, sparkled upon the overflow of silver at his 
feet, seemed to show the dark, opaque meadow beyond 
for a moment, and then disappeared. It was dark now, 
but the lesser earthly star still shone before him as a 
guide, and pushing towards it, he passed in the all-em- 
bracing shadow. 
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IV. 

As Mrs. Tucker, erect, white, and rigid, drove aw^ay from the 
tienda^ it seemed to her to sink again into the monotonous 
plain, with all its horrible realities. Except that there 
was now a new and heart-breaking significance to the 
solitude and loneliness of the landscape, all that had 
passed might have been a dream. But as the blood 
came back to her cheek, and little by little her tingling 
consciousness returned, it seemed as if her life had been 
the dream, and this last scene the awakening reality. 
With eyes smarting with the moistme of shame, the 
scarlet blood at times dyeing her very neck and temples, 
she muffled her lowered crest in her shawl and bent over 
the reins. Bit by bit she recalled, in Poindexter’s 
mysterious caution and strange allusions, the corrobora- 
tion of her husband’s shame and her own disgrace. This 
was why she was brought hither — the deserted wife, the 
abandoned confederate I The mocking glitter of the 
concave vault above her, scoured by the incessant wind, 
the cold stare of the shining pools beyond, the hard out- 
lines of the coast range, and the jarring accompaniment 
of her horse’s hoofs and rattling buggy wheels alternately 
goaded and distracted her. She found herself repeating 
‘ No 1 no ! no ! ’ with the dogged reiteration of fever. She 
scarcely knew when or how she reached the hacienda. 
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Slie was only conscious that as she entered the ^aiio the 
dusty solitude that had before filled her with unrest now 
cain^ to her like balm. A benumbing peace seemed to 
fall from the crmnbling walls— the peace of utter seclu- 
sion, isolation, oblivion, death! Nevertheless, ^fijghour 
later, when the jingle of spurs and bridle were again 
heard in the road, she started to her feet with bent brows 
and a kindling eye, and confronted Captain Poindexter in 
the corridor. 

‘ I would not have intruded upon you so soon again,* 
he said gravely, ‘but I thought I might perhaps spare 
you a repetition of the scene of this morning. Hear me 
out, please,* he added, with a gentle, half-deprecating 
gesture, as she lifted the beautiful scorn of her eyes to 
his. ‘ I have just heard that your neighbour, Don Jose 
Santierra, of Los Gatos, is on his way to this house. He 
once claimed this land and hated your husband, who 
bought of the rival claimant, whose grant was confirmed. 
I tell you this,’ he added, slightly flhthing as Mrs, Tucker 
turned impatiently away, ‘ only to show you that legally 
he has no rights, and you need not see him unless you 
choose, I could not stop his coming without perhaps 
doing you more harm than good ; but when he does 
come, my presence under this roof as your legal counsel 
will enable you to refer him to me.’ He stopped. She 
was pacing the corridor with short, impatient steps, her 
arms drox3ped and her hands clasped rigidly before her. 
‘ Have I your permission to stay ? ’ 

She suddenly stopped in her walk, approached him 
rapidly, and fixing her eyes on his, said : 
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‘ Do I know all now — everything ? ’ 

He could only reply that she ha,d not yet told him 
what she had heard. 

‘Well,’ she said scornfully, ‘that my husband has 
been cruelly imposed upon — imposed upon by some 
wretched woman, who has made him sacrifice his 
property, his friends, his honour — everything but me ? ’ 

‘ Everything but whom ? ’ gasped Poindexter. 

‘ But ME 1 ’ 

Poindexter gazed at the sky, the air, the deserted 
corridor, the stones of the patio itself, and then at the 
inexplicable woman before him. Then he said gravely, 
‘ I think you know everything.’ 

‘ Then if my husband has left me all he could — this 
property,’ she went on rapidly, twisting her handkerchief 
between her fingers — ‘ I can do with it what I like, 
can’t I ? ’ 

‘ You certainly can,’ 

‘ Then sell it,’ she said, with passionate vehemence. 
‘ Sell it — all 1 everything ! And sell these.’ She darted 
into her bedroom, and returned with the diamond rings 
she had torn fr’om her fingers and ears when she entered 
the house. ‘ Sell them for anything they’ll bring — only 
sell them at once.’ 

‘ But for what ? ’ asked Poindexter, with demure lips 
but twinkling eyes. 

‘ To pay the debts that this — this — woman has led 
him into ; to return the money she has stolen I ’ she went 
on rapidly, ‘ to keep him from sharing her infamy I Can’t 
you understand ? ’ 
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‘ But, my dear madam,’ began Poindexter, ‘ even if 
this could be done ’ 

‘ Don’t tell me “ if it could ” — it must be done. Do 
you think I could sleep under this roof, propped ui3 by 
the timbers of that ruined tienda ? Do you think I 
could wear those diamonds again, while that termagant 
shopwoman can say that her money bought them ? No. 
If you are my husband’s Mend you will do this — for — 
for — his sake.’ She stopped, locked and interlocked her 
cold fingers before her, and said hesitating and mechani- 
cally, ‘ You meant well, Captain Poindexter, in bringing 
me here, I know ! You must not think that I blame you 
for it — or for the miserable result of it that you have 
just witnessed. But if I have gained anjdhing by it, for 
God’s sake let me reap it quickly, that I may give it to 
these people and go ! I have a friend who can aid 
me to get to my husband or to my home in Kentucky, 
where Spencer will yet find mo, I know. I want 
nothing more.’ She stopped again. With another woman 
the pause would have been one of tears. But she kept 
her head above the flood that filled her heart, and the 
clear eyes fixed upon Poindexter, albeit pained, were un- 
dmimed. 

‘ But this would require time,’ said Poindexter, with 
a smile of compassionate explanation ; ‘ you could not sell 
now, nobody would buy. You are safe to hold this 
property while you are in actual possession, but you are 
not atrong enough to guarantee it to another. There 
may still be litigation ; your husband has other creditors 
than these people you have talked with. But while no- 
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Body could oust yon — the wife who would have the 
sympathies of judge and jury — it might be a- different 
case with anyone who derived title from you. Any 
purchaser w’ould know that you could not sell, or if you 
did, it would be at a ridiculous sacrifice.’ 

She listened to him abstractedly, walked to the end 
of the corridor, returned, and without looking up, said : 

‘ I suppose you know her ? ’ 

‘ I beg your pardon ? ’ 

‘ This w’oman. You have seen her ? ’ 

‘ Never, to my knowledge.’ 

‘ And you are his friend I That’s strange.’ She 
raised her e3^es to his. * Well,’ she continued impatiently, 

‘ who is she and what is she ? You know that surely ? ’ 

‘ I know no more of her than what I have said,’ said 
Poindexter. ‘ She is a notorious woman.’ 

The swift colour carne to Mrs. Tucker’s face as if the 
epithet had been applied to herself. ‘ I suj)pose,’ she 
said in a dry voice, as if she were asking a business 
question, but with an eye that show^ed her rising anger — 

‘ I suppose there is some law by which creatures of this 
kind can be followed and brought to justice — some law 
that would keep innocent people from suffering for their 
crimes ? ’ 

‘ I am afraid,’ said Poindexter, ‘ that arresting her 
would hardly help these people over in the tienda.' 

‘ I am not speaking of them,’ responded Mrs. Tucker, 
with a sudden sublime contempt for the people whose 
cause she had espoused ; ‘ I am talking of my husband.’ 
Poindexter bit his lip. * You’d hardly think of 
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bringing back^tlie strongest witness against him,’ he said 
bhintly. 

Mrs. I’ucker dropped her eyes and was silent. A 
sudden shame suffused Poindexter’s cheek ; he felt as if 
he had struck that woman a blow. ‘ I beg your pardon,’ 
he said hastily ; ‘ I am talking like a lawyer to a lawyer.’ 
He would have taken any other woman by the hand in 
the honest fulness of his apology, but something restrained 
him here. He ordy looked down gently on her lowered 
lashes, and repeated his question if he should remain 
during the coming interview with Don Jose. ‘I must 
beg you to determine quickly,’ he added, ‘ for I already 
hear him entering the gate.’ 

* Stay,’ said Mrs. Tucker, as the ringing of spurs and 
clatter of hoofs came from the corral. ‘ One moment.’ 
She looked up suddenly, and said, ‘ How long had he 
known her ? ’ But before he could reply there was a 
step in the doorway, and the figure of Don J os4 Santierra 
emerged from the archway. 

He was a man slightly past middle age, fair and well 
shaven, wearing a black broadcloth serajye, the deeply 
embroidered opening of which formed a collar of silver 
rays around his neck, while a row of silver buttons down 
the side seams of his riding trousers, and silver spurs 
completed his singular equipment. Mrs. Tucker’s swift 
feminine glance took in these details as well as the deep 
salutation, more formal than the exuberant frontier polite- 
ness she was accustomed to, with which he greeted her. 
It was enoiigh to arrest her first impulse to retreat. She 
hesitated and stopped as Poindexter stepped forward, 
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partly interposing between them, acknowledging Bon 
Josh’s distant recognition of himself with an ironical 
accession of his usual humorous tolerance. The Spaniard 
did not seem to notice it, but remained gravely silent 
before Mrs. Tucker, gazing at her with an expression of 
intent and unconscious absorption. 

* You are quite right, Don Jose,’ said Poindexter, with 
ironical concern, ‘ it ia Mrs. Tucker. Your eyes do not 
deceive you. She will be glad to do the honours of her 
house,’ he continued, with a simulation of appealing 
to her, * unless you visit her on business, when I need 
not say I shall be only too happy to attend you — as 
before.’ 

Don Jos4, with a slight lifting of the eyebrows, 
allowed himself to become conscious of the lawyer’s mean- 
ing. ‘ It is not of business that I come to kiss the Sehora’s 
hand to-day,’ he replied, with a melancholy softness ; ‘ it 
is as her neighbour, to put myself at her disposition. Ah ! 
the what have we here for a lady ? ’ he continued, raising 
his eyes in deprecation of the surroundings ; ‘ a house of 
nothing, a place of winds and dry bones, without refresh- 
ments, or satisfaction, or delicacy. The Sehora will not 
refuse to make us proud this day to send her of that 
which we have in our poor home at Los Gatos, to make 
her more complete. Of what shall it be ? Let her make 
choice. Or if she would commemorate this day by 
accepting of our hospitality at Los Gatos, until she shall 
arrange herself the more to receive us here, we shall have 
too much honour.’ 

‘The Senora would only^hnd it the more difficidt to 
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retijMi to this humble roof again, after once leaving it for 
Pon loss’s hospitality,’ said Poindexter, with a demure 
glance at Mrs. Tucker. But the innuendo seemed to 
lapse equally unheeded by his fair client and the stranger. 
Baising her eyes with a certain timid dignity which Don 
Josh’s presence seemed to have called out, she addressed 
herself to him ; 

‘ You are very kind and considerate, Mister Santierra, 
and I thanlt you. I know that my husband ’—she let the 
clear beauty of her translucent eyes rest full on both 
men — ‘ would thank you, too. But I shall not be here 
long enough to accept your kindness in this house or in 
your own. I have but one desire and object now. It is 
to dispose of this property — and indeed all I possess — to 
pay the debt of my husband. It is in your power, per- 
haps, to help me, I am told that you wish to possess 
Los Cuervos,’ she went on, equally oblivious of the con- 
sciousness that appeared in Don Josh’s face, and a 
humorous perplexity on the brow of Poindexter. ‘ If you 
can arrange it with Mr. Poindexter, you will find me a 
liberal vendor. That much you can do, and I know you 
will believe I shall be grateful. You can do no more, 
unless it be to say to your Mends that Mrs. Belle Tucker 
remains here only for that purpose, and to carry mit what 
she knows to be the wishes of her husband.’ She paused, 
bent her pretty crest, dropped a quaint curtsey to the 
superior age, the silver braid, and the gentlemanly bear- 
ing of Don Jos^, and with the passing sunshine of a smile 
disappeared from the corridor. 

The two men remained silent for a moment, Don Jos4 
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gazing'abstractedly on the door through which she .had 
vanished, until Poindexter, with a return of his tolerant 
smile, said, ‘You have heard the views of Mrs. Tuck©|r*^ 
You know the situation as well as she, does.’ 

‘ Ah, yes — possibly better.’ 

Poindexter darted a quick glance at the grave, sallow 
face of Don Jos4, but detecting no unusual significance 
in his manner, continued, ‘ As you see, she leaves this 
matter in my hands. Let us talk like business men. 
Have you any idea of purchasing this property ? ’ 

* Of purchasing — ah, no.’ 

Poindexter bent his brows, but qiiickly relaxed them 
with a smile of humorous forgiveness. ‘ If you haye Any 
other idea, Don Jose, I ought to warn you, as Mrs. 
Tucker’s lawyer, that she is in legal possession here, 
and that nothing but her own act can change that 
position.’ 

‘Ah — so.’ 

Irritated at the shrug which accompanied this, Poin^ 
dexter continued haughtily, ‘ If I am to understand, you 
have nothing to say ’ 

‘ To say — ah, yes, possibly. But ’ — h® glanced toward 
the door of Mrs. Tucker’s room — ‘ not here.’ He stopped, 
appeared to recall himself, and with an apologetic smile, 
and a studied but graceful gesture of invitation, he 
motioned to the gateway, and said, ‘ Will you ride ? ’ 

‘ What can the fellow be up to ? ’ muttered Poindexter, 
as with an assenting nod he proceeded to remount hi^ 
horse. ‘ If he wasn’t an old hidalgo I’d mistrust him. 
No matter 1 here goes ! ’ 


1 
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The Don also remounted his half-broken mustang ; 
they proceeded in solemn silence through Ihe corral, and 
side by side emerged on the open plain, Poindexter 
glanced around ; no other being was in sight. It was not 
until the lonely hacienda had also sunk behind them that 
Pon Jos^ broke the silence. 

‘ You say just now we shall speak as business men. I 
say no, Don Marco ; I will not, I shall speak — we shall 
speak — as gentlemen.’ 

‘Go on,’ said Poindexter, who was beginning to be 
amused. 

‘ I say just how I will not purchase the rancho from 
the Senora. And why ? Look you, Don Marco ; ’ he 
reined in his horse, thrust his hand under his serajpey and 
drew out a folded document : ‘ this is why.’ 

With a smile, Poindexter took the paper from his 
hand and opened it. But the smile faded from his lips as 
he read. With blazing eyes he spurred his horse beside 
the Bjianiard, almost unseating him, and said sternly, 
‘ What does this mean ? ’ 

‘ What does it mean ? ’ repeated Don Jose, with 
equally flashing eyes, ‘ I’ll tell you. It means that your 
client, this man Spencer Tucker, is a Judas — a traitor I 
It means that he gave Los Cuervos to his mistress a year 
ago, and that she sold it to me — to me, you hear ! — me, 
Jos4 Santiefra, the day before' she left I It means that 
the coyote of a Spencer, the thief, who bought these lands 
of a thief, and gave them to a thief, has tricked you all. 
Look,’ he said, rising in his saddle, holding the paper like 
a baton, and deflning with a sweep of his arm the whole 
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level plain, ‘ all these lands wefe once mine — they are 
mine again to day. Do I want to purchase Los Cuervos ? 
you ask, for you will speak of the husineas* Well, listen, 
I have purchased Los Cuervos, and here is the deed.’ 

‘ But it has never been recorded,’ said Poindexter, 
with a carelessness he was far from feeling. 

‘ Of a verity, no. Do you wish that I should record 
it ? ’ asked Don J os4, with a return of his simple 
gravity. 

Poindexter bit his lip. ‘ Yon said we were to talk 
like gentlemen,’ he returned. ‘ Do you think you have 
come into possession of this alleged deed like a gentle- 
man ? ’ 

Don Jose shrugged his shoulders. ‘I found it tossed 
in the lap of a harlot. I bought it for a song. Eh — what 
would you ? ’ 

‘ Would you sell it again for a song ? ’ asked Poin- 
dexter. 

‘ Ah, what is this ? ’ said Don Jose, lifting his iron- 
grey brows ; t but a moment ago we would sell everything 
— for any money. Now we would buy. Is it so ? ’ 

‘One moment, Don Jos6,’ said Poindexter, with a 
baleful light in his dark eyes. ‘ Do I understand that 
you are the ally of Spencer Tucker and his mistress — 
that you intend to turn this doubly betrayed wife from 
the only roof she has to clover her ? ’ 

‘Ah, I comprehend not. You heard her say she 
wished to go. Perhaps it may please me to distribute 
lai^ess te these cattle yonder, I do not say ho. More she 
does not ask. Btit you^ Doh Marco, of whom are you 
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advocafee ? You abandon j'Our client’s mistress for the 
T\ife — is it so ? ’ 

‘ What I may do you will learn hereafter,’ said Mn- 
dexter, who had regained his composure, suddenly reining 
up his horse. ‘ As our paths seem likely to diverge, they 
had better begin now. Good morning.’ 

‘ Patience, my friend, patience ! Ah, blessed St. 
Anthony, what these Americans are I Listen. For what 
you shall do, I do not inquire. The question is to me, 
what I he emphasised the pronoun by tapping himself 
on the breast — ‘ I, Jose Santierra, will do- Well, I shall 
tell you. To-day — nothing. To-morrow — nothing. For 
a week, for a month — nothing ! After, we shall see.’ 

Poindexter paused thoughtfully, ‘ Will you give your 
word, Don Jos 6 , that you will not press the claim for a 
month ? ’ 

‘ Truly, on one condition. Observe ! I do not ask you 
for an equal promise — that you will not take this time to 
defend yourself.’ He shrugged li^s shoulders. ‘ No ! It 
is only this. You shall promise that during that time the 
Sehora Tucker shall remain ignorant of this document.’ 

Poindexter hesitated ft moment. ‘ I promise,’ he said 
at last. 

‘ Good. Adios, Don Marco.’ 

‘ Adios, Don Jose.’ 

The Spaniard put spurs to his mustang and galloped 
off in the direction of Los Gatos. The lawyer remained 
for a moment gazing **011 his retreating but victorious 
figure. For the first time the old look of humorous 
toleration with which Mr. Poindexter was in the habit of 
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regarding all human infirmity gave way to something 
like bitterness. ‘ I might have guessed it,’ he said, with 
a slight rise of colour. ‘ He’s an old fool ; and she — well, 
perhaps it’s all the better for her ! ’ He glanced back- 
wards almost tenderly in the direction of Los Cuervos, 
and then turned his head towards the emharcadeTo, 

As the afternoon wore on, a creaking, antiquated ox- 
cart arrived at Los Cuervos, bearing several articles of 
furniture, and some tasteful ornaments from Los Gatos, 
at the same time that a young Mexican girl mysteriously 
appeared in the kitchen, as a temporary assistant to the 
decrepit Concha. These were both clearly attributable 
to Don Jose, whose visit was not so remote but that these 
delicate attentions might have been already projected 
before Mrs. Tucker had declined them, and she could not, 
without marked discourtesy, return them now. She did 
not wish to seem discourteous ; she would have liked to have 
been more civil to thb old gentleman, who still retained 
the evidences of a picturesque and decorous past, and a 
repose so different from the life that was perplexing her. 
Reflecting that if he bought th^ estate these things would 
be ready, to his hand, and with a woman’s instinct re- 
cognising their value in setting off the house to other 
purchasers’ eyes, she took a pleasure in tastefully arrang- 
ing them, and even found herself speculating how she 
might have enjoyed them herself had she been able to 
keep possession of the property^ After all, it would not 
have b^en so lonely if refined and gentle neighbours, like 
this old man, would have sympathised with her ; she had 
an instmctive feeling that, in their own hopeless decay 
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and hereditary unfitness for this new civilisation, they 
would have been more tolerant of her husband’s failiure 
than his own kind. She could not believe that Don Jose 
really hated her husband for buying of the successful 
claimant, as there was no other legal title. Allowing her- 
self to become interested in the guileless gossip of the 
new handmaiden — proud of her broken English — she was 
drawn into a sympathy with the grave simplicity of Don 
Jose’s character — a relic of that true nobility which 
placed this descendant of the Castilians and the daughter 
of a free people on the same level. 

In this way the second day of her occupancy of Los 
Cuervos closed, with dumb clouds along the grey horizon, 
and the paroxysms of hysterical wind growing fainter and 
fainter outside the walls; with the moon rising after 
nightfall, and losing itself in silent and mysterious con- 
fidences with drifting scud. She went to bed early, but 
woke past midnight, hearing, as she thought, her own 
name called. The impression was so strong upon her 
that she rose, and, hastily enwrapping herself, went to 
the dark embrasures of the oven-shaped windows, and 
looked out. The dwarfed oak beside the window was 
still dropping from a past shower, but the level waste of 
marsh and meadow beyond seemed to advance and recede 
with the coming and going of the moon. Again she 
heard her name called, and this time in accents so 
strangely familiar that with a slight cry she ran into the 
corridor, crossed the patio, and reached the open gate. 
The darkness that had, even in this brief interval, again 
fallen upon the prospect she tried in vain to pierce with 
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eye and voice. A blank silence followed. Then the veil 
was suddenly withdrawn ; the vast plain, stretching from 
the mountain to the sea, shone as clearly as in the light 
of da3" ; the moving current of the channel glittered like 
black pearls, the stagnant pools lilie molten lead ; but not 
a sign of life nor motion broke the monotony of the 
broad expanse. She must have surely dreamed it. A 
cliill wind drove her back to the house again ; she 
entered her bed-room, and in half an hour she was in a 
peaceful sleep. 
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V. 


The two men kept their secret. Mr. Poindexter con- 
vinced Mrs. Tucker that the sale of Los Cuervos could 
not he effected until the notoriety of her husband’s flight 
had been fairly forgotten, and she was forced to accept 
her fate. The sale of her diamonds, which seemed to her 
to have realised a singularly extravagant sum, enabled 
her to quietly remstate the Pattersons in the tienda and 
to discharge in full her husband’s liabilities to the ran- 
cheros and his humbler retainers. 

Meanwhile the winter rains had ceased. It seemed 
to her as if the clouds had suddenly one night struck 
their white tents and stolen away, leaving the unvan- 
quished sun to mount the vacant sky the next morning 
alone, and possess it thenceforward unchallenged. One 
afternoon she thought the long sad waste before her 
window had caught some tint of gayer colour from the 
sunset ; a week later she fomid it a blazing landscape of 
poppies, broken here and there by blue lagoons of lupine, 
by pools of daisies, by banks of dog-roses, by broad out- 
lying shores of dandelions that scattered their lavish gold 
to the foot of the hills, where the green billows of wild 
oats carried it on and upwards to the darker crest of 
pines. For two months she was dazzled and bewildered 
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with colour. She hatl never before been face to face with 
this speiiclthrift Californian Flora, in her virgin wastefulness 
— her mere than goddess-like prodigality. The teeming 
earth seemed to quicken and throb beneath her feet ; 
the few circuits of a plough aroimd the outlying corral 
were enough to call out a jtmgle growth of giant grain 
that almost hid the low walls of the hacienda. In this 
glorious fecundity of the earth, in this joyous renewal of 
life and colour, in this opulent youth and freshness of soil 
and sky it alone remained — the dead and sterile Past — 
left in the midst of buoyant rejuvenescence and resurrec- 
tion, hke an empty church-yard skull upturned on the 
springing turf. Its bronzed adobe walls mocked the 
gi-een vine that embraced them, the crumbling dust of its 
courtyard remained imgerminating and unfruitful ; to 
the thousand stirring voices without, its dry lips alone 
remained mute, unresponsive and unchanged. 

During this time Don Jose had become a frequent 
visitor at Los Cuervos, bringing with him at first his 
niece and sister in a stately precision of politeness that 
was not lost on the proud Blue Grass stranger. She re- 
turned their visit at Los Gatos, and there made the formal 
acquaintance of Don Jose’s grandmother — a lady who 
still regarded the decrepit Concha as a giddy muchacha, 
and who herself glittered as with the phosphorescence of 
refined decay. Through this circumstance she learned 
that Don Jose was not yet fifty, and that his gravity of 
manner and sedateness were more the result of fastidious 
isolation and temperament than years. She could not 
tell why the information gave her a feeling of annoyance, 
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but it caused her to regret the absence of Poindexter, and 
to wonder, also somewhat nervously, why he had lately 
avoided her presence. The thought that he might be 
doing so from a recollection of the innuendoes of Mrs. 
Patterson caused a little tremor of indignation in her 

pulses. ‘ As if ’ but she did not finish the sentence 

even to herself, and her eyes filled with bitter tears. 

Yet she had thought of the husband who had so cruelly 
wronged her less feverishly, less impatiently than before. 
For she thought she loved him now the more deeply, be- 
cause, although she was not reconciled to his absence, it 
seemed to keep alive the memory of what he had been 
before his one wild act separated them. She had never 
seen the reflection of another woman’s eyes in his; the 
past contained no haunting recollection of waning or 
alienated affection ; she could meet him again, and, clasp- 
ing her arms around him, awaken as if from a troubled 
dream without reproach or explanation. Her strong 
belief in this made her patient ; she no longer sought to 
know the particulars of his flight, and never dreamed 
that her passive submission to his absence was partly due 
to a fear that something in his actual presence at that 
moment would have destroyed that belief for ever. 

For this reason the delicate reticence of the people at 
Los Gatos, and their seclusion from the world which knew 
of her husband’s fault, had made her encourage the visits 
of Don Jos^, until, from the instinct already alluded to, 
she one day summoned Poindexter to Los Cuervos, on 
the day that Don Josd usually called. But to her sur- 
prise the two men met more or less awkwardly and 
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coldly, and her tact as hostess was tried to the utmost to 
keep their evident antagonism from being too apparent. 
The effort to reconcile their mutual discontent, and some 
other feeling she did not quite understand, produced a ner- 
vous excitement which called the blood to her fair cheek 
and gave a dangerous brilliancy to her eyes — two cir- 
cumstances not unnoticed nor unai)preciated by her two 
guests. But instead of reuniting them, the prettier Mrs. 
Tucker became, the more distant and reserved grew the 
men, until Don J ose rose before his usual hour, and with 
more than usual ceremoniousness departed. 

‘ Then my business does not seem to be with him ? ’ 
said Poindexter, with quiet coolness, as Mrs. Tucker 
turned her somewhat mystified face towards him. ‘ Or 
have you anything to say to me about him in private ? ’ 

‘ I am sure I don’t know what you both ' mean,’ she 
returned with a slight tremor of voice. ‘ I had no idea 
you were not on good terms. I thought you were ! It’s 
very awkward.’ Without coquetry, and xmconsciously, 
she raised her blue eyes under her lids until the clear 
pupils coyly and softly hid themselves in the corners of 
the brown lashes, and added — ‘ You have both been so 
kind to me.’ 

‘ Perhaps that is the reason,’ said Poindexter gravely. 
But Mrs. Tucker refused to accept the suggestion with 
equal gravity, and began to laugh. The laugh, which was 
at first frank, spontaneous, and almost child-like, was 
becoming hysterical and nervous as she went on, imtil it 
was suddenly checked by Poindexter. 

‘I have had no difficulties with Don Jos4 Santierra,’ 
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he said, somewhat coldly ignoring her hilarity, ‘ but ^ler- 
he is not inclined to be as polite to the friend of the 
husband as he is to the wife.’ 

‘ Mr. Poindexter 1 ’ said Mrs. Tucker quickly, her face 
becoming pale again. 

beg your pardon I* said Poindexter flushing; 
t but ’ 

‘ You want to say,’ she interrupted coolly, ‘ that you 
are not friends, I see. Is that the reason why you have 
avoided this house ? ’ she continued gently. 

‘ I thought I could be of more service to you else- 
where,’ he replied evasively. ‘ I have been lately follow- 
ing up a certain clue j^ather closely. ‘ I think I am on 
the track of a confidante of — of — that woman.’ 

A quick shadow passed over Mrs. Tucker’s face. 

‘ Indeed I ’ she said coldly. ‘ Then I am to believe that' 
you prefer to spend your leisure moments in looking after 
that creature than in calling here ? ’ 

Poindexter was stupefied. Was this the woman who 
only four months ago was almost vindictively efeger to 
pursue her husband’s paramour ? There could be but 
one answer to it — Don Jos4 I Four months ago he would 
have smiled compassionately at it from his cynical pre- 
eminence. Now he managed with difficulty^ to stifle the 
bitterness of his reply. 

‘ If you do not wish he enquiry carried on,’ he began, 

‘ of course ’ 

* I ? ^Vhat does it matter to me ? ’ she said coolly. 

‘ Do as you please.’ , 

Nevertheless, half-an-hour later, as he waff leaving, 
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fihe said, with a certain hesitating timidity, ‘ Bo not leave 
me so much alone here — and let that woman go.’ 

This was not the only nnlook^d-for seciuel to iier 
innocent desire to propitiate her best friends. Bon 
Jos4 did not call again upon his usual day, * but in his 
place came Bona Clara, his younger sister. When 
Mrs. Tucker had politely asked after the absent Bon Jose, 
Bona Clara wound her swarthy arms around the fair 
American’s -waist and replied, ‘ But wliy did you send for 
the ahogado, Poindexter, when my brother called ? ’ 

‘ But Captain Poindexter Calls as one of my friends ! ’ 
said the amazed Mrs. Tucker. ‘ He is a gentleman, and 
has been a soldier and an officer,’ she added with some 
wamith. 

‘ Ah, yes— a soldier of the law, what you call an 
oficial de j)olicia — a chief of gendarmes, my sister, but 
not a gentleman — a camarero to protect a lady.’ 

Mrs. Tucker would have uttered a hasty reply, but 
the perfect and good-natured simplicity of Bona Clara 
withheld her. Nevertheless she treated Bon Jose with 
a certain reserve at their next meeting, until it brought 
the simple-minded Castilian so dangerously near the 
point of demanding an explanation which implied too 
much, that she was obliged to restore him temporarily to 
his old foofcg. Meantime she had a brilliant idea. She 
would write to Calhoun Weaver, whom she had avoided 
since that memorable day. She would say she wished to 
consult him. He would come to Los Cuervos ; he might 
suggest something to lighten this weary waiting — at least 
she -Wbuld show them all that she had still old friends. 



126 


A BLUE GLASS PENELOPE. 


Yet she did not dream of returning to her Blue Grass 
home : her parents had died since she left ; she shrank 
from the thought of dragging her 'turned life before the 
hopeful youth of her girlhood’s companions. 

Mr* Calhoun Weaver arrived promptly, ostentatiously, 
oracularly, and cordially — ^but a little coarsely. He had 
— did she remember? — expected this from the^ first. 
Spencer had lost his head through vanity, and had 
attempted too much. It required foresight and firmness, 
as he himself — who had lately made successful ‘ combina- 
tions ’ which she might perhaps have heard of — well 
Itnew. But Spencer had got the ‘ big head.’ ‘ As to that 
woman — a devilish handsome woman too ! — weU, every- 
body knew that Spencer always had a weakness that 
way — and he would say— but if she didn’t care to hear 
any more about her, well, perhaps she was right. That 
was the best way to take it.’ Sitting before her, pro- 
sperous, w^eak, egotistical, incompetent, unavailable, and 
yet filled with a vague kindliness of intent, Mrs. Tucker 
loathed him. A sickening percej)tion of her own weak- 
ness in sending for him, a new and aching sense of 
her utter isolation and helplessness, seemed to paralyse 
her. 

‘ Nat ’rally j^'ou feel bad,’ he continued, with the large 
air of a profound student of human nature, ‘ Nat’rallyi 
nat’rally, you’re kept in an uncomfortable state, not 
knowing jist how you stand. There ain’t but one thing 
to do. dist rise up, quiet like, and get a divorce ag’in 
Spencer. Hold on I There ain’t a judge dr jury in 
Oaliforniii that^wouldn’t give it to you right off the n^til, 
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without askiiig questions. Why, you’ld get it hy default 
if you wanted to— ^you’ld just have to walk over the 
course 1 And theUj Belle ’—he drew his chair nearer her 
— ‘ when you’ve settled down again — well ! — I don’t mind 
renewing that offer I once made ye, before Spencer ever 
came round ye — I don’t mind, Belle, I swear I don’t ! 
Honee^ Injiu I I’ha in earnest, there’s my hand I ’ 

Mrs, Tucker’s reply has not been recorded. Enough 
that half an hour later Mr. Weaver appeared in the court- 
yard with traces of tears on his foolish face, a broken 
falsetto voice, and other evidence of mental and moral 
disturbance. His cordiality and oracular predisposition 
remained sufficiently to enable him to suggest the magical 
words ‘ Blue Grass ’ mysteriously to Concha, with an in- 
dication of his hand to the erect figure of her i)ale mistress 
in the doorway, who waved to him a silent but half-corn- 
passionate farewell. 

At about this time a slight change in her manner was 
noticed by the few who saw her more frequently. Her 
apparently invincible girlishness of spirit had given way 
to a certain matronly seriousness. She applied herself 
to her household cares and the improvement of the 
liacie)tda with a new sense of duty and a settled earnest- 
ness, until by degrees she wrought into it not only her 
instinctive delicacy and taste, but part of her own in- 
dividuality. Even the rude rancheros and tradesmen, 
who were permitted to enter the walls in the exercise of 
their calling, began to speak mysteriously of the beauty * of 
this garden of the almaiyal. She went out but seldojn, 
and then accompanied by the one or the other of her 
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female servants, in long drives on unfrequented roads. 
On Simdays she sometimes drove to the half-ruined 
mission-church of Santa Inez, and hid herself, during 
Mass, in the dim monastic shadows of the choir. 
Gradually the poorer people whom she met in these 
journeys began to show an'ahnost devotional reverence 
for her, stopping in the roads with uncovered heads for 
her to pass, or making way for her in the tienda or jplasa 
of the wretched town with dumb courtesj’. She began to 
feel a strange sense of widow^hood, that, while it at times 
brought tears to her eyes, was not without a certain 
tender solace. In the sympathy and simpleness of this 
impulse she went as far as to revive the mourning she 
had worn for her parents, but with such a fatal accenting 
of her beauty, and dangerous misinterpreting of her con- 
dition to eligible bachelors strange to the country, that 
she was obliged to put it off again. Her reserve and 
dignified manner caused others to mistake her nationality 
for that of the Santierras, and in ‘ Dona Bella ’ the simple 
Mrs. Tucker was for a while forgotten. At tunes she 
even forgot it herself. Accustomed now almost entirely 
to the accenti of another language and the features of 
another race, she would sit for horns in the corridor, 
whose massive bronzed inclosure even her tasteful care 
could only make an embowered mausoleum of the Past, 
or gaze abstractedly frrom the dark embrasures of her 
windows across the stretching ahnarjal to the shining 
lagoon beyond that terminated the estuary. She had a 
strange fondness for this tranquil mirror, which under 
sun or stars always retained the passive refiex of the sky 
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above and seemed to rest her weary eyes. She hiid ob- 
jected to one of the plans projected by Poindexter to 
redeem the land and deepen the water at the embarcadero^ 
as it would have drained the lagoon, and the lawyer had 
postponed the improvement to gratify her fancy. So she 
kept it through the long simimer unchanged save by the 
shadows of passing wings or the lazy files of sleeping sea- 
fowh 

On one of these afternoons she noticed a slowly moving 
carriage leave the high road and cross the almafjal 
skirting the edge of the lagoon. If it contained visitors 
for Los Cuervos, they had evidently taken a shorter cut 
without waiting to go on to the regular road which inter- 
sected the highway at right angles a mile farther on. It 
was with some sense of annoyance and irritation that she 
watched the trespass, and finally saw Uie vehicle approach 
the house. A few moments later the servant informed 
her that Mr. Patterson would like to see her alone. 
When she entered the conldor, which in the dry season 
served as a reception-hall, she was surprised to see that 
Mr. Patterson was not alone. Near him stood a well- 
dressed handsome woman, gazing about her with good- 
humoured admiration of Mrs. Tucker’s taste and ingenuity. 

‘ It don’t look much like it did two years ago,’ said the 
stranger cheerfully : ‘ you’ve improved it wonderfully.’ 

Stiffening slightly, Mrs. Tucker turned inquiringly to 
Mr. Patterson, But that gentleman’s usual profound 
melancholy appeared to be intensified by the hilarity of 
his companion. He only sighed deeply and rubbed his 
leg with the brim of his hat in gloomy abstraction. 

K 
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‘Well! — go on, then,’ said the woman, laughing and 
nudging him. ‘ Go on — ^introduce me — can’t you ? Don’t 
stand there like a tombstone. You won’t? Well, I’ll 
introduce myself.’ She laughed again, and then, with an 
excellent imitation of Patterson’s lugubrious accents, said, 
* Mr. Spencer Tucker’s wife that is — allow me to introduce 
you to Mr. Spencer Tucker’s sweetheart that was I Hold 
on ! I said that ivas. For true as I stand here, ma’am — 
and I reckon I wouldn’t stand here if it wasn’t true — I 
haven’t set eyes on him since the day he left you.’ 

‘It’s the Gospel truth, every word,’ said Patterson, 
sth’red into a sudden activity by Mrs. Tucker’s white and 
rigid face. ‘ It’s the frozen truth, and I kin prove it. 
For I kin swear that when that there young woman was 
sailin’ outer the Golden Gate, Spencer Tucker was in my 
bar room ; I kin swear that I fed him, lickored him, give 
him a hoss and set him in his road to Monterey that very 
night.’ 

‘ Then where is he now ? ’ said Mrs. Tucker, suddenly 
facing them. 

They looked at each other and then looked at Mrs. 
Tucker. Then both together replied slowly and in 
perfect unison: ‘That’s— what — ^we — want — to — know.’ 
They seemed so satisfied with this effect that they as 
deliberately repeated, ‘ Yes — that’s — what — we — want— 
to — know.’ 

Between the shock of meeting the partner of her 
husband’s guilt and the unexpected revelation to her in- 
experience, that in suggestion and appearance there was 
nothing beyond the recollection of that guilt that was 
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really Bliocking in the woman — between the extravagant 
extremes of hope and fear suggested by their words, 
there was something so grotesquely absurd in the melo- 
dramatic chorus that she with dithculty suppressed a 
hysterical laugh, 

‘ That’s the way to take it,’ said the woman, putting 
her own good-humoured interpretation upon Mrs. Tucker’s 
expression. ‘Now look here I I’ll tell you all about it.’ 
She carefully selected the most comfortable chair, and 
sitting down, lightly crossed her hands in her lap. ‘ Well, 
I left hero on the 13th of last January on the ship Argo^ 
calculating that your husband would join the ship just 
inside the Heads. That was our arrangement, but if 
anything happened to prevent him, he was to join me in 
Acapulco. Well ! He didn’t come aboard, and we sailed 
without him. But it appears now he did attempt to join 
the ship, but his boat was capsized. There now — don’t 
be alarmed ! he wasn’t drowned, as Patterson can swear 
to — no, catch him ! not a hair of hhn was hurt — but J-+- 
I was bimdled off to the end of the earth in Mexico, 
alone, without a cent to bless me. For, true as you live, 
that hound of a captain, when he found, as he thought, 
that Spencer was nabbed, ho just confiscated all his 
trunlis and valuables and left me in the lurch. If I 
hadn’t met a man down there that offered to marry me 
and brought me here, I might have died there, I reckon. 
But I did, and here I am. I went down there as your 
husband’s sweetheart, I’ve come back as the wife of an 
honest man, and I reckon it’s about square ! ’ 

There was something so startlingly hank, so hope- 

K 2 
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lessly self-satisfied, so contagiously good-humoured in the 
woman’s perfect moral unconsciousness, that even if Mrs. 
Tucker had been less preoccupied her resentment would 
have abated. But her eyes were fixed on the gloomy 
face of Patterson, who \vas beginning to unlock the 
sepulchres of his memory and disinter his deeply buried 
thoughts. 

‘ You kin bet your whole pile on what this Mrs. 
Capting Baxter — ez used to be French Inez of New 
Orleans — hez told ye. Yc kin take everything she’s on- 
loaded. And it’s only doin’ the square thing to her to say, 
she hain’t done it out o’ no cussedness, but just to satisfy 
herself, now she’s a man-ied woman, and past such 
foolishness. But that ain’t neither here nor there. The 
gist of the whole matter is that Spencer Tucker was at 
the tienda the day after she sailed and after his boat 
capsized.’ He then gave a detailed account of the inter- 
view, with the unnecessary but truthful minutice of his 
class, adding to the particulars already known that the 
following week he visited the Summit House and was 
surprised to find that Spencer had never been there, nor 
had he ever sailed from Monterey. 

‘ But why was this not told to me before ? ’ said Mrs. 
Tucker suddenly. ‘ "Why not at the time ? Why,’ she 
demanded almost fiercely, turning from the one to the 
other, ‘ has this been kept from me ? ’ 

‘ I’ll tell ye why,’ said Patterson, sinking with crushed 
submission into a chair. ‘ When I found he wasn’t where 
he ought to be, I got to lookin’ elsewhere. I knew the 
track of the hoss I lent him by a loose shoe. I examined, 
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and found lie had turned off the high road somewhere 
beyond the lagoon, jist as if he was makin’ a bee Ime 
here.’ 

* Well ? ’ said Mrs. Tucker, breathlessly. 

‘Well,’ said Patterson, with the resigned tone of an 
accustomed martyr, ‘ mebbee I’m a God-forsaken idiot, 
but I reckon ho did come yer. And mebbee I’m that 
much of a habitooal lunatic, but thinking so, I calkilated 
you’ld know it without tellin’.’ 

With their eyes fixed upon her, Mrs. Tucker felt the 
quick blood rush to her cheeks, although she knew not 
why. But they were apparently satisfied with her 
ignorance, for Patterson resumed, yet more gloomily : 

‘ Then if he wasn’t hidin’ here beknownst to you, he 
must have changed his mind ag’in and got away by the 
embarcadero. The only thing w^antin’ to prove that idea 
is to know how he got a boat, and what he did with the 
hoss. And thar’s one more idea, and ez that can’t be 
proved,’ continued Patterson, suiliing his voice still lower, 
‘ mebbee it’s accordin’ to God’s laws.’ 

Unsympathetic to her as the speaker had always been 
and still was, Mrs. Tucker felt a vague chill creep over 
her that seemed to be the result of his manner more than 
his words. ‘ And that idea is . . . ? ’ she suggested with 
pale lips. 

‘ It’s this ! Fust, I don’t say it means much to any- 
body but me. I’ve heard of these warnings afore now, 
ez cornin’ only to folks ez hear them for themselves 
alone, and I reckon I kin stand it, if it’s the will o’ God. 
The idea is then — that — Spencer Tucker — was drownded 
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in that boat — the idea is ’ — his voice was almost lost in a 
hoarse whisper—* that it was no living man that kem to 
me that night, but a spirit that kem out of the darkness 
and went back, into it ! No eye saw him but mine— no 
ears heard him but mine. I reckon it weren’t intended 
it should.’ He paused, and passed the flap of his hat 
across his eyes. * The pie, you’ll say, is ag’in it,’ he con- 
tinued in the same tone of voice — ‘ the whisky is ag’in 
it — a few cuss words that dropped from him, accidental 
like, may have been ag’in it. All the same they mout 
have been only the little signs and tokens that it was him.’ 

But Mrs. Baxter’s ready laugh somewhat rudely dis- 
pelled the infection of Patterson’s gloom. ‘ I reckon the 
only spirit was that which you and Spencer consumed,’ 
she said cheerfully. don’t wonder you’re a little 
mixed. Like as not you’ve misunderstood his plans.’ 
Patterson shook his head. * He’ll turn up yet, alive and 
kicking I Like as not, then, Poindexter knows where he 
is all the time.’ 

‘ Impossible ! He would have told me,’ said Mrs. 
Tucker quickly. 

Mrs. Baxter looked at Patterson without Bi)eaking. 
Patterson replied by a long lugubrious whistle. 

* I don’t understand you,’ said Mrs. Tucker, drawing 
back with cold dignity. 

* You don’t ? ’ returned Mrs. Baxter. ‘ Bless your 
innocent heart I Why was he so keen to hunt me up at 
first, shadowing my friends and all that, and why has he 
dropped it now he knows I’m here, if he didn’t know 
where Spencer was ? ’ 
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‘ I can explain that,’ interrupted Mrjg. Tucker, hastily, 

with a blush of confusion. ‘ That is — I ’ 

‘ Then mebbee you kin explain, too,’ broke in Patterson 
with gloomy significance, ‘ why he has bought up most of 
Spencer’s debts himself, and perhaps you’re satisfied it 
imH to hold the whip hand of him and keep him from 
coming back openly. P’r’aps you know why he’s movin’ 
heaven and earth to make Don Jose Santierra sell the 
ranch, and why the Don don’t see it at all,’ 

‘ Don J os6 sell Los Cuervos ! Buy it, you mean ? ’ 
said Mrs. Tucker. ‘ I offered to sell it to him.’ 

Patterson arose from the chair, looked despairingly 
around him, passed his hand sadly across his forehead, 
and said, ‘ It’s come ! I knew it w^ould. It’s the warn- 
ing I It’s suthing betwixt jim-jams and doddering 
idjiocy. Here I’d hev been willin’ to swear that Mrs. 
Baxter here told me she had sold this yer. ranch nearly 

two years ago to Don Jose, and now you ’ 

‘ Stop ! ’ said Mrs. Tucker in a voice that chilled 
them. 

She was standing upright and rigid, as if stricken to 
stone. ‘ I command you to tell me what this means ! ’ 
she said, turning only her blazing eyes upon the woman. 

Even the ready smile faded from Mrs. Baxter’s lips 
as she replied, hesitatingly and submissively : ‘ I thought 
you knew already that Spencer had given this ranch to 
me. I sold it to Don Jos4 to get the money for us to go 

away with. It was Spencer’s idea ’ 

‘ You lie ! ’ said Mrs. Tucker. 

There was a dead silence. The wrathful blood that 
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had quickly mounted to Mrs. Baxter’s cheek, to Patter- 
son’s additional bewilderment, faded as quickly. She did 
not lift her eyes again to Mrs. Tucker’s, but, slowly raising 
herself from her seat, said, ‘ I wish to God I did lie ; but 
it’s true. And it’s true that I never touched a cent of 
the money, but gave it all to him ! ’ She laid her hand 
on Patterson’s arm, and said, ‘ Come 1 let us go,’ and led 
him a few steps towards the gateway. But here Patter- 
son paused, and again passed his hand over his melancholy 
brow. The necessity of coherently and logically closing 
the conversation impressed itself upon his darkening 
mind. ‘ Then you don’t happen to have heard anything 
of Spencer ? ’ he said sadly, and vanished with Mrs. 
Baxter through the gate. 

Left alone to herself, Mrs. Tucker raised her hands 
above her head with a little cry, interlocked her rigid 
fingers, and slowly brought her palms down upon her 
upturned face and eyes, pressing hard as if to crush oqfe 
all light and sense of life before her. She stood thu^ for 
a moment motionless and silent, with the rising wind 
whispering without and flecking her white morning dress 
with gusty shadows from the arbour. Then, wdth closed 
eyes, dropping her hands to her breast, still pressing hard, 
she slowly passed them down the shapely contowrs of her 
figure to the waist, and with another cry cast them off as 
if she were stripping herself of some loathsome garment. 
Then she walked quickly to the gateway, looked out, 
returned to the corridor, imloosening and taking off her 
wedding-ring from, finger as she walked* Here she 
paused, then slowly and deliberately rearsjanged the chairs 
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and adjusted the gay-coloured rugs that draped them and 
quietly re-entered her chamber. 

Two days afterwards the sweating steed of Captain 
Poindexter was turned loose in the corral, and a moment 
later the Captain entered the corridor. Handing a letter 
to the decrepit Concha, who seemed to be utterly dis- 
organised by its contents, and the few curt words with 
which it was delivered, he gazed silently upon the vacant 
bower, still fresh and redolent with the delicacy and 
perfume of its graceful occupant, until his dark eyes filled 
with imaccustomed moisture. But his reverie was inter- 
rupted by the sound of jingling simrs without, and the old 
humour struggled back in his eyes as Don Jos4 impetu- 
ously entered. 

The Spaniard started back, but instantly recovered 
himself: ‘ So, I find you hero. Ah ! — it is well ! ’ he said 
^^3bnately, producing a letter from his bosom, ‘ Look I 
Do you call this honour? Look how you keep your 
compact ! ’ 

Poindexter coolly took the letter. It contained a few" 
words of gentle dignity from Mrs. Tucker, informing Don 
Jos<^ that she had only that instant learned of his just 
claims upon Los Cuervos, tendering him her gratitude for 
his delicate intentions, but pointing out with respectful 
firmness that he must know that a moment’s fitrther 
acceptance of his courtesy was irnpossible. 

‘ She has gained this knowledge from no word of mine,* 
said Poindexter, ca^ly. ‘ Eight y^ong, I have kept 
my promise to you. I have as much reason to accuse 
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you of betraying my secret in this,’ he added coldly, as 
he took another letter from his pocket and handed it to 
Don Jose. 

It seemed briefer and colder, but was neither. It 
reminded Poindexter that as he had again deceived her 
she must take the government of her affairs in her own 
hands henceforth. She abandoned all the furniture and 
improvements she had put in Los Cuervos to him, to 
whom she now knew she was indebted for them. She 
could not thank him for what his habitual generosity 
impelled him to do for any woman, but she could forgive 
him for misunderstanding her like any other woman — 
j)erhaps she should say, like a child. When he received 
this she would be already on her way to her old homo in 
Kentucky, where she still hoped to be able by her own 
efforts to amass enough to discharge her obligations to him. 

‘ She does not speak of her husband — this woman,’ 
said Don Jos^, scanning Poindexter’s face. ‘ It is possible 
she rejoins him— eh ? ’ 

‘ Perhaps in one way she has never left him, Don 
Jose,’ said Poindexter, with grave significance. 

Don Josh’s face flushed, but he returned carelessly, 
‘ And the rancho — ^naturally you will not buy it now ? ’ 

‘On the contrary, I shall abide by my offer,’ said 
> Poindexter, quietly. 

Don Jos4 eyed him narrov/ly, and then said, ‘ Ah, we 
shall consider of it.’ 

He did consider it, and accepted the offer. With the 
full control of the land, Captain Poindexter’s improve-^ 
ments, so indefinitely postponed, were actively pushed 
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forward. The thick walls of the hacienda were the first 
to molt away before them ; the low lines of corral were 
effaced, and the early breath of the summer trade-winds 
swept uninterruptedly across the now levelled plain to 
the eniharcadero, where a newer structure arose. A 
more vivid green alone marked the spot where the 
crumbling adobe walls of the casa had returned to the 
parent soil that gave it. The channel was deepened, the 
lagoon was drained, until one evening the magic mirror 
that had so long reflected the weary waiting of the Blue 
Grass Penelope lay dull, dead, lustreless— an opaque 
quagmire of noisome corruption and decay to be put away 
from the sight of man for ever. On this spot the crows — 
the titular tenants of Los Cuervos — assembled in tumul- 
tuous congress, coming and going in mysterious clouds, 
or labouring in thick and writhing masses, as if they were 
continuing the work of improvement begun by human 
agency. So well had they done that work that by the 
end of a week only a few scattered white objects remained 
glittering on the surface of the quickly drying sod. But 
they were the bones of the missing outcast, Spencer 
Tucker ! 

The same spring a breath of war swept over a foul, 
decaying quagmire of the whole land, before which such 
passmg deeds as these were blown as vapour. It called 
men of every ranli and condition to battle for a nation’s 
life, and among the first to respond were those into whose 
boyish hands had been placed the nation’s honour. It 
returned the epaulets to Poindexter’s shoulder with the 
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addition of a double star, carried him triumphantly to the 
front, and left him, at the end of a summer’s day and a 
hard- won fight, sorely wounded, at the door of a Blue 
Grass farmhouse. And the woman who sought him out 
and ministered to his wants said timidly as she left her 
hand in his, ‘ I told you I should live to repay you.’ 
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Theee was iittle doubt that tlie ‘ Lone Star ’ claim was 
‘ played out.’ Not dug out, worked out, washed out — but 
played out. For two years its five sangxiiiie proprietors 
had gone through the various stages of mining enthu- 
siasm ; had j)rosj)ected and planned, dug and doubted. 
They had borrowed money with hearty, but unredeeming, 
frankness ; established a credit with unselfish abnegation 
of all responsibility ; and had borne the disappointment of 
their creditors with a cheerful resignation, which only the 
consciousness of some deep Compensating Future could 
give. Giving little else, however, a singular dissatisfac- 
tion obtained with the traders, and, being accompanied 
with a reluctance to make further advances, at last 
touched the gentle stoicism of the proprietors themselves. 
The youthful enthusiasm which had at first lifted the 
most ineffectual trial — the most useless essay — to the 
plane of actual achievement, died out, leaving them only 
the dull, prosaic record of half-finished ditches, purposeless 
shafts, untenable pits, abandoned engines, and meaning- 
less disruptions of the soil upon the ‘ Lone Star ’ claim, 
and empty flour sacks and pork barrels in the ‘ Lone Star ’ 
cabin. 

They had borne their poverty — if that term could be 
applied to a light renunciation of all superfluities in food, 
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born© of their isolation, was the last ludicrously pathetic 
touch to their situation. 

Oihe immediate cause of this commotion felt the 
necessity of an explanation. 

‘It would have been just as easy for you to have 
stayed outside with your business leg, instead of dragging 
it into private life in that obtrusive way,’ retorted the 
Bight Bower ; ‘ but that exhaustive effort isn’t going to 
fill the pork barrel. The grocery man at Dalton says — 
what’s that he said ? ’ — he appealed lazily to the Judge. 

* Said he reckoned the Lone Star was about played 
out, and he didn’t want any more in his — thank you ! ’ 
repeated the Judge with a mechanical effort of memory 
utterly devoid of personal or present interest. 

‘ I always suspected that man after Grimshaw begun 
to deal with him,’ said the Left Bower. ‘ They’re just 
mean enough to join hands against us.’ It was a fixed 
belief of the Lone Star partners that they were pursued 
by personal enmities. 

‘ More than likely, those new strangers over in the 
Fork have been paying cash and filled him up with conceit,’ 
said Union Mills, trying to dry his leg by alternately 
beating it Cr rubbing it against the cabin wall. ‘ Once 
begin wrong mth that kind of snipe and you drag every- 
body down with you.’ 

This vague conclusion was received '^ith dead silence. 
Everybody had become interested in the speaker’s 
peculiar method of drying his leg, to the exclusion 
of the previous topic. A few offered criticism — no one 
assistance. 
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‘ Who did tho grocery man say that to ? ’ asked tho 
Kight Bower, finally returning to the question. 

‘ The Old Man,’ answered the Judge. 

‘ Of course,’ ejaculated the Right Bower sarcastically. 

‘ Of course,’ echoed the other partners together. 
‘ That’s like him. The Old Man all over 1 ’ 

It did not appear exactly what was like the Old Man, 
or why it was like him, but generally that he alone was 
responsible for the grocery man’s defection. It was put 
more concisely by Union Mills : 

‘ That comes of letting him go there ! It’s just a fair 
provocation to any man to have the Old Man sent to him. 
They can’t — sorter — restrain themselves at him. He’s 
enough to spoil the credit of the Rothschilds.’ 

‘ That’s so,’ chimed in the Judge. ‘ And look at his 
prospecting. Why, he was out two nights last week — all 
night — prospecting in the moonlight for blind leads — just 
out of sheer foolishness.’ 

‘ It was quite enough for me,’ broke in the Left Bower, 
‘ when the other day — you remember when — he proposed 
to us white men to settle down to plain ground sluicing 
— making “ grub ” wages just like any Chinaman. It 
just showed his idea of the Lone Star claim.’ 

‘ Well, I never said it afore,’ added Union Mills, ‘ but 
when that one of the Mattison boys came over here to 
examine the claim with an eye to purchasin’, it was the 
Old Man that took the conceit out of him. He just as 
good fts admitted that a lot of work had got to be done 
afore any pay ore could be realised. Never even asked 
him over to the shanty here to jine us in a firiendly game 

L 2 
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— just kept him, so to speak, to himself. And naturally 
the Mattisons didn’t see it.’ 

A silence followed, broken only by the rain mono- 
tonously falling on the roof, and occasionally through the 
broad adobe qjiimney, where it provoked a retaliating hiss 
and splutter from the dying embers of the hearth. The 
Eight Bower, with a sudden access of energy, drew the 
empty barrel before him, and taking a pack of well- 
worn cards from his pocket, began to make a ‘ solitaire ’ 
upon the lid. The others gazed at him with languid 
interest. 

‘ Makin’ it for anythin’ ? ’ asked Mills. 

The Eight Bower nodded. 

The Judge and Left Bower, who were partly lying in 
their respective bunks, sat up to get a better view of the 
game. Union Mills slowly disengaged himself from the 
w'all, and leaned over the ‘ solitaire ’ player. The Eight 
Bower turned the last card in a pause of almost thrilling 
suspense, and clapped it down on the lid with fateful 
emphasis. 

* It went I ’ said the Judge in a voice of hushed re- 
spect. ‘ What did you make it for ? ’ he almost wliispered. 

* To know if we’d make the break we talked about and 
vamose the Eanch. It’s fifth time to-day,’ continued 
the Eight Bower in a voice of gloomy significance. ‘ And 
it went ag’in bad cards too.’ 

* I ain’t superstitious,’ said the Judge, with awe and 
fatuity beaming from every line of his credulous face, 
‘ but it’s flyin’ in the face of Providence to go ag’in such 
signs as that.’ 
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‘ Make it again to see if the Old Man must go,’ sug- 
gested the Left Bower. 

The suggestion was received with favom% the three 
men gathering breathlessly aromid the player. Again the 
fateful cards were shuflled deliberately, placed in their 
mysterious combination, with the same ominous result. 
Yet everybody seemed to breathe more freely, as if 
relieved from some responsibility, the Judge accepting 
this manifest expression of Providence with resigned 
self-righteousness. 

* Yes, gentlemen,’ resumed the Left Bower, serenely, 
as if a calm legal decision has just been recorded, ‘ we 
must not let any foolishness or sentiment get mixed up 
with this thing, but look at it like business men. The 
only sensible move is to get up and get out of the camp.’ 

‘ And the Old Man ? ’ queried the Judge. 

‘ The Old Man — hush 1 — he’s coming.’ 

The doorway was darkened by a slight lissome 
shadow. It was the absent partner, otherwise known as 
the ‘ Old Man.’ Need it be added that he was a of 
nineteen, with a slight down just clothing his upper lip ! 

‘ The creek is up over the ford, and I had to “ shin ” 
Up a willow on the bank and swing myself across,’ he 
said, with a quick, frank laugh ; ‘ but all the same, boys, 
it’s going to clear up in about an hour — ^you bet. It’s 
breaking away over Bald Mountain, and there’s a sun 
flash on a bit of snow on Lone Peak. Look ! you can see 
it from here. It’s for all the world like Noah’s d6ve just 
landed on Mount Ararat. It’s a good omen.’ 

From sheer force of habit the men had momentarily 
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brightened np at the Old Maii^s entrance. But the 
unblushing exhibition of degrading superstition shown in 
the last sentence recalled their just severity. They 
exchanged meaning glances. Union Mills uttered hope- 
lessly to himself : ‘ Hell’s full of such omens.’ 

Too occupied with his subject to notice this ominous 
reception, the Old Man continued : ‘ I reckon I struck a 
fresh lead in the new grocery man at the Crossing. He 
says he’ll let the Judge have a pair of boots on credit, 
but he can’t send them over here ; and considering that 
the Judge has got to try them anyway, it don’t seem to 
be asking too much for the Judge to go over there. He 
says he’ll give us a barrel of pork and a bag of flour if 
we’ll give him the right of using oar tail-race and clean 
out the lower end of it.* 

* It’s the work of a Chinaman, and a four days’ job,’ 
broke in the Left Bower. 

‘ It took one white man only two hours to clean out 
a third of it,’ retorted the Old Man triumphantly, ‘ for I 
pitched in at once with a pick he let me have on credit, 
and did that amount of work this morning, and told him 
the rest of you boys would finish it this afternoon,’ 

A slight gesture from the Eight Bower checked an 
angry exclamation from the Left. The Old Man did not 
notice either, but, knitting his smooth young brow in a 
paternally reflective fashion, went on : ‘ You’ll have to 
get a new pair of trousers, Mills, but as he doesn’t keep 
clothing, we’ll have to get some canvas and cut you out 
a pair. I traded off the beans he let me have for some 
tobacco for the Eight Bower at the other shop, and got 
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them to throw in a new pack of cards. These are about 
played out. We’ll be wanting some brushwood for the 
fire ; there’s a heap in the hollow. Who’s going to bring 
it in ? It’s the Judge’s tm*n, isn’t it ? Why — what’s the 
matter wdth you all ? ’ 

The restraint and evident uneasiness of his companions 
had at last touched him. He turned his franls young 
eyes upon them ; they glanced helplessly at each other. 
Yet his first concern was for them — his first instinct 
paternal and protecting. He ran his eyes quickly over 
them ; they were all there and apparently in their usual 
condition. ‘ Anything wrong with the claim ? ’ ho sug- 
gested. 

Without looking at him the Eight Bower rose, leaned 
against the open door with his hands behind him and his 
face towards the landscape, and said — apparently to the 
distant prospect — ‘ The claim’s played out — the partner- 
ship’s j)layed out — and the sooner we skedaddle out of 
this the better. If,’ he added, turning to the Old Man, 
‘ if you want to stay — if you want to do Chinaman’s work 
at Chinaman’s wages — if you want to hang on to the 
charity of the traders at the Crossing —you can do it, and 
enjoy the prospects and the Noah’s doves alone. But 
we’re calculaten’ to step out of it.’ 

‘ But I haven’t said I wanted to do it alone^' protested 
the Old Man with a gesture of bewilderment. 

* If these are your general ideas of the partnership,’ 
continued the Eight Bower, clinging to the established 
hypothesis of the other partners for support, ‘it ain’t 
ours, and the only way we can prove it is to stop the 
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foolishness right here. We calculated to dissolve the 
partnership and strike out for ourselves elsewhere. 
You’re no longer responsible for us, nor we for you. 
And WG reckon it’s the square thing to leave you the 
claim and the cabin, and all it contams. To prevent any 
trouble Avith the traders, we’ve drawn up a paper 
here ’ 

* With a bonus of fifty thousand dollars each down, 
and the rest to be settled on my children,’ interrupted 
the Old Man, with a half-imeasy laugh. ‘Of course. 

But- ’ He stopped suddenly, the blood dropped from 

his fresh cheek, and he again glanced quickly round the 
group. ‘ I don’t think — I — I quite sahe, boys,’ he added, 
with a slight tremor of voice and lip. ‘ If it’s a conun- 
drum, ask me an easier one.’ 

Any lingering doubt he might have had of their mean- 
ing was dispelled by the Judge. ‘ It’s about the softest 
thing you kin drop into, Old Man,’ he said confidentially ; 
‘ if I hadn’t promised the other boys to go with them, and 
if I didn’t need the best medical advice in Sacramento for 
my lungs, I’d just enjoy staying with you.’ 

‘ It gives a sorter freedom to a young fellow like you. 
Old Man — like goin’ into the world on yoiir own capital — • 
that every Californian boy hasn’t got,’ said Union Mills, 
patronisingly. 

* Of course it’s rather hard papers on us, you know, 
givin’ up everything, so to speak ; but it’s for your good, 
and we ain’t goin’ back on you,’ said the Left Bower, ‘ are 
we, boys ? ’ 

The colour had returned to the Old Man’s face a little 
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more quickly and freely than usual. He picked up the 
hat he had cast down, put it on carefully over his brown 
curls, drew the flap down on the side towards his com- 
panions, and put his hands in his pockets. ‘All right,’ he 
said, in a slightly altered voice. ‘ When do you go ? ’ 

‘To-day,’ answered the Left Bower. ‘We calculate 
to take a moonlight pasear over to the Cross Roads and 
meet the down stage at about twelve to-night. There’s 
plenty of time yet,’ he added, with a slight laugh ; ‘it’s 
only three o’clock now.’ 

There was a dead silence. Even the rain withheld its 
continuous patter ; a dumb, grey film covered the ashes of 
the hushed hearth. For the first time the Right Bower 
exhibited some slight embarrassment. 

‘ I reckon it’s held up for a spell,’ he said, ostenta- 
tiously examining the weather, ‘and we might as well 
take a nm round the claim to see if we’ve forgotten 
nothing. Of course, we’ll be back again,’ he added 
hastily, without looking at the Old Man, ‘ before we go, 
you know.’ 

The others began to look for their hats, but so awk- 
wardly and with such evident pre -occupation of mind that 
it was not at first discovered that the Judge had his 
already on. This raised a laugh, els did also a clumsy 
stumble of Union Mills against the pork-barrel, although 
that gentleman took refuge from his confusion and secured a 
decent retreat by a gross exaggeration of his lameness, as he 
limped after the Right Bower. The Judge whistled feebly. 
The Left Bower, in a more ambitious effort to impart 
a certain gaiety to his exit, stopped on the threshold 
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and said, as i£ in arch confidence to his companions : 

‘ Darned if the Old Man don’t look two inches higher, 
since he became a proprietor,’ laughed patronisingly, and 
vanished. 

If the newly-made proprietor had increased in stature, 
he had not otherwise changed his demeanour. He re- 
mained in the same attitude until the last figure dis- 
appeared behind the fringe of buckeye that hid the distant 
highway. Then he w'alked slowly to the fire-place, and, 
leaning against the chimney, kicked the dying embers 
together with his foot. Something dropped and spattered in 
the film of hot ashes. Surely the rain had not yet 
ceased ! 

His high colour had ah’oady fled except for a spot on 
either cheek-bone that lent a brightness to his eyes. He 
glanced around the cabin. It looked familiar and yet 
strange. Eather, it looked strange hecaiise still familiar, 
and therefore incongruous with the new atmosphere that 
surroimded it — discordant with the echo of their last 
meeting and painfully accenting the change. There were 
the four ‘ bunlis,’ or sleeping berths, of his companions, 
each still bearing some traces of the individuality of its 
late occupant with a dumb loyalty that seemed to make 
their light-hearted defection monstrous. In the dead 
ashes of the Judge’s pipe scattered on his shelf still lived 
his old fire ; in the whittled and carved edges of the Left 
Bower’s bunk still were the memories of bygone days of 
delicious indolence ; in the bullet-holes clustered round a 
knot of one of the beams there was still the record of the 
Bight Bower’s old-time skill and practice ; in the few cn- 
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gravings of female loveliness stuck upon each head-board 
there were the proofs of their old extravagant devotion — 
all a mute protest to the change. 

He remembered how, a fatherless, truant schoolboy, he 
had drifted into their adventurous nomadic life — itself a 
life of grown-up truancy like his own — and became one of 
that gipsy family. How they had taken the place of re- 
lations and household in his boyish fancy — filling it with 
the unsubstantial pageantry of a child’s i>lay at grown-up 
existence — he knew only too well. But how, from being 
a pet and protegS, he had gradually and imconsciously 
asserted his own individuality and taken upon his younger 
shoulders not only a poet’s keen appreciation of that life, 
but its actual responsibilities and half- childish burdens, 
he never suspected. He had fondly believed that ho was a 
neophyte in their ways — a novice in their charming faith 
and indolent creed — and they had encouraged it ; now their 
renunciation of that faith could only be an excuse for a 
renmiciation of him. The poetry that had for two years 
invested the material and sometimes even mean details 
of their existence was too much a part of himself to be 
lightly dispelled. The lesson of those ingenuous moralists 
failed, as such lessons are apt to fail : their discipline 
provoked but did not subdue ; a rising indignation, stirred 
by a sense of injiu'y, mounted to his cheek and eyes. It 
was slow to come, but was none the less violent that it 
had been preceded by the benumbing shock of shame and 
pride. 

I hope I shall not prejudice the reader’s sympathies 
if my duty as a simple chronicler compels me to state, 
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therefore, that the sober second thought of this gentle 
poet was to burn down the cabin on the spot with all its 
contents. This yielded to a milder counsel — waiting for 
the return of the party, challenging the Bight Bower, a 
duel to the death, perhaj)s himself tlie victim, with the 
crushing explanation iti cxtreynis, * It seems w^e are one 
too many. No matter; it is settled now. Farewell!’ 
Dimly remembering, however, that there was something 
of this in the last well-worn novel they had read together, 
and that his antagonist might recognise it — or even worse, 
anticipate it — himself, the idea was quickly rejected. Be- 
sides, the opportunity for an apotheosis of self-sacrifice 
was past. Nothing remained now but to refuse the 
j)roffered bribe of claim and cabin by letter, for he must 
not wait their return. He tore a leaf from a blotted 
diary, begun and abandoned long since, and essayed to 
write. Scrawl after scrawl was torn up until his fury 
had cooled down to a frigid third personality. ‘ Mr. John 
Ford regrets to inform his late partners that their tender 
of house of furniture,’ however, seemed too inconsistent 
with the pork-barrel table he was writing on ; a more 
eloquent renunciation of their offer became firivolous and 
idiotic from a caricature of Union Mills, label and all, 
that appeared suddenly on the other side of the leaf ; and 
when he at last indited a satisfactory and impassioned 
exposition of his feelings, the legible addendum of ‘ Oh, 
ain’t you glad you’re out of the wilderness ! ’ — ^the for- 
gotten first line of a popular song, which no scratching 
would erase, seemed too like an ironical postscript to be 
thought of for a moment. He threw aside his pen and 
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cast tlie discordant record of past foolish pastime into the 
dead ashes of the hearth. 

How quiet it was ! With the cessation of the rain the 
wind, too, had gone down, and scarcely a breath of air 
came through the open door. He walked to the threshold 
and gazed on the hushed prospect. In this listless 
attitude ho was faintly conscious of a distant reverbera- 
tion, a mere phantom of sound— perhaps the explosion of 
a distant blast in the hills — that left the silence more 
marked and oppressive. As he turned again into the 
cabin a change seemed to have come over it. It already 
looked old and decayed. The loneliness of years of 
desertion seemed to have taken possession of it ; the 
atmosphere of dry rot was in the beams and rafters. To 
his excited fancy the few disordered blankets and articles 
of clothing seemed dropping to pieces; in one of the 
bunks there was a hideous resemblance in the longitu- 
diiial heap of clothing to a withered and mummied coiq^se. 
So it might look in after years when some passing 
stranger — but he stopped. A dread of the place was 
beginning to creep over him ; a dread of the days to 
come, when the monotonous sunshine should lay bare the 
loneliness of these walls : the long, long days of endless 
blue and cloudless overhanging solitude ; summer days 
when the wearying, incessant trade-winds should sing 
around that empty shell and voice its desolation. He 
gathered together hastily a few articles that were espe- 
cially his own — rather that the free communion of the 
camp, from indifference or accident, had left wholly to 
him. He hesitated for a moment over his rifle, but, 
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scrupulous in liis woimded pride, turned away and left 
the familiar weapon that in the dark days had so often 
provided the dinner or breakfast of the little household. 
Candour compels me to state that his equipment was not 
large nor eminently practical. His scant pack was a 
light weight for even his young shoulders, but I fear he 
thought more of getting away from the Past than pro- 
viding for the F iiture. 

With this vague but sole purpose he left the cabin, 
and almost mechanically turned his steps towards the 
creek he had crossed that morning. He knew’' that by 
this route he would avoid meeting his companions ; its 
difficulties and circuitousness would exercise his feverish 
limbs and give liim time for reflection. He had deter- 
mined to leave the claim, but whence he had not yet 
considered. He reached the bank of the creek where he 
had stood two hours before ; it seemed to him two years. 
He looked curiously at his reflection in one of the broad 
pools of overflow and fancied he looked older. He 
watched the rush and outset of the turbid current hurry- 
ing to meet the South Fork, and to eventually lose itself 
in the yellow Sacramento. Even in his pre-occupation 
he was impressed with a likeness to himself and his 
companions in this flood that had burst its peaceful 
boundaries. In the drifting fragments of one of their 
forgotten flumes washed from the bank, he fancied he 
saw an omen of the disintegration and decay of the 
‘ Lone Star ’ claim. 

The strange hush in the air that he had noticed before 
— a calm so inconsistent with that hour and the season as 
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to seem portentous — "became more marked in contrast to 
the feverish rush of the turbulent watercourse. A few 
clouds lazily huddled in the west apparently had gone to 
rest with the sun on beds of somnolent poppies. There 
was a gleam as of golden water everywhere along the 
horizon, washing out the cold snow' peaks, and drowning 
even the rising moon. The Creek caught it here and 
there, until, in grim irony, it seemed to bear their broken 
sluice-boxes and useless engines on the very Pactolian 
stream they had been hoj)efiilly created to direct and 
carry. But by some iieculiar trick of the atmosphere, the 
perfect plenitude of that golden sunset glory was lav ished 
on the rugged sides and tangled crest of the Lone St^r 
moiintain. That isolated peak — the landmark of their 
claim, the gaunt monument of their folly — transfigured 
in the evening splendour, kept its radiance miquenched, 
long after the glow had fiillen from the encompassing 
skies, and wdien at last the rising moon, step by step, put 
out the fires along the winding valley and plains, and 
crept up the bosky sides of the canon, the vanishmg 
sunset w as lost only to reappear as a golden crown. 

The eyes of the young man w^ere fixed upon it with 
more than a momentary picturesque interest. It had 
been the favourite ground of his prospecting exploits, its 
lowest flank had been scarred in the old enthusiastic days 
with hydraulic engines, or pierced with shafts, but its 
central position in the claim and its superior height had 
always given it a commanding view of the extent of their 
valley and its approaches, and it was this practical pre- 
eminence tliat alone attracted him at that moment. He 
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knew that from its crest he would be able to distinguish 
the figures 4)f his companions, as they crossed the valley 
near the cabin, in the growing moonlight. Thus he could 
avoid encountering them on his way to the high road, and 
yet see, them, perhaps, for the last time. Even in his 
sense of injury there was a strange satisfaction in the 
thought. ^ 

The ascent was toilsome, but familiar. All along the 
dim trail he was accompanied by gentler memories of the 
past, that seemed like the faint odour of spiced leaves and 
fragrant grasses wet with the rain and crushed beneath 
his ascending tread, to exhale the sweeter perfume in his 
effort to subdue or rise above them. There was the 
thicket of manzanita, where they had broken noonday 
bread together ; here was the rock beside their maiden 
shaft, where they had poured a wild libation in boyish 
enthusiasm of success ; and here the ledge where their 
first flag — a red shirt heroically sacrificed — was displayed 
from a long-handled shovel to the gaze of admirers below, 
WTien he at last reached the summit, the mysterious hush 
was still in the air, as if in breathless sympathy with his 
expedition. In the west, the plain was faintly illuminated, 
but disclosed no moving figures. He turned towards the 
rising moon, and moved slowdy to the eastern edge. 
Suddenly he stepped. Another step would have beOn his 
last I He stood upon the crumblmg edge of a precipice. 
A landslip had taken place on the eastern flank, leaving 
the gaunt ribs and fleshless bones of Lone Star Mountain 
bare in the mooplight. He, understood the strange 
rumble and reverberation #he had heard ; he imderstood 
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now the strange hush of bird and beast in brake and 
thicket ! 

Although a single rapid glance convinced him that the 
slide had taken place in an unfre<iuented part of the 
mountain, above an inaccessible canon, and reflection 
assure^l him his companions could not have reached that 
distance when it took place, a feverish impulse led him 
to descend a few rods in the track of the avalanche. The 
frequent recurrence of outcrop and angle made this com- 
paratively easy. Here he called aloud ; the feeble echo 
of his own voice seemed only a dull impertinence to the 
significant silence. He turned to reascend ; the furrowed 
flank of the mountam before him lay full in the moon- 
light. To his excited fancy, a dozen luminous star-like 
points in the rocky crevices started into life as he faced 
them. Throwing his arm over the ledge above him, he 
supported himself for a moment by what appeared to be 
a projection of the solid rock. It trembled slightly. As 
he raised himself to its level, his heart stopped beating. 
It was simply a fragment detached from the outcrop lying 
loosely on the ledge, but upholding him by its owmveight 
only. He examined it with trembling Angers ; the en- 
cumbering soil fell from its sides and left its smoothed and 
worn protuberances glistening in the moonlight. It was 
virgin gold I 

Looking back upon that moment aftowards, he re- 
membered that he was notl^iiijfeiSied, dazzled, or startled. 
It did not come to him as a>^^overy,x)r an accident, a 
stroke of chance or a caprice ^^^’-fo^tjLme/r* He saw it all 
in that supreme moment; NatiuF^ nafl' 5^t)rked out their 
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poor deduction. \Adiat theii‘ feeble engines had essayed 
spasmodically and helplessly against the curtain of soil 
that hid the treasure, the elements had achieved with 
mightier but more patient forces. The slow sapping of 
the winter rains had loosened the soil from the auriferous 
rock, even while the swollen stream was carrying their 
impotent and shattered engines to the sea. What 
mattered that his single arm could not Hft the treasure 
he had found ; what mattered that to unfix those glitter- 
ing stars would still tax both skill and patience ! The 
work w^as done — the goal was reached ! even his boyish 
impatience was content with that. He rose slowly to his 
feet, unstrapped his long-handled shovel from his back, 
secured it in the crevice, and quietly regained the 
summit. 

It was all his own ! His own by right of discovery 
under the law of the land, and without accepting a favour 
from them. He recalled even the fact that it was his 
prospecting on the mountain that first suggested the ex- 
istence of gold in the outcrop and the use of the hydraulic. 
He had never abandoned that belief, whatever the others 
had done. He dwelt somewhat indignantly to himself on 
this circumstance, and half unconsciously faced defiantly 
towards the plain below. But it was sleeping peacefully 
in the full sight of the moon, without life or motion. He 
looked at the stars, it was still far from midnight. His 
companions had no doubt long since returned to the 
cabin to prepare for their midnight journey. They were 
discussing him — perhaps laughing at him, or worse, pity- 
ing him and his bargain. Yet here was his bargain ! A 
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slight laugh he gave vent to here startled him a little, it 
sounded so hard and so unmirthful, and so unlike, as ^le 
oddly fancied, what he really thought. But what did he 
think ? 

Nothing mean or revengeful ; no, they never would 
say that. When he had taken out all the surface gold 
and put the mme in working order, he would send them 
each a di’aft for a thousand dollars. Of course, if they 
were ever ill or poor ho would do more. One of the first, 
the very first, things he should do would he to send them 
each a handsome gun and tell them that he only asked in 
retimi the old-fashioned rifle that once was his. Looking 
back at the moment in after years, he wondered that, with 
this exception, he made no plans for his own future, or 
the way he should disj)ose of his newly-acquired wealth. 
This was the more singular as it had been the custom of 
the five partners to lie awake at night, audibly comparing 
with each other what they would do in case they made a 
strike. He remembered how, Ahiaschar like, they nearly 
separated once over a difference in the disposal of a 
hundred thousand dollars that they never had, nor ex- 
pected to have. He remembered how Union Mills always 
began his career as a millionaire by a ‘ square meal ’ at 
Belmonico’s ; how the Right Bower’s initial step was 
always a trip home ‘ to see his mother ; ’ how the Left 
Bower would immediately placate the parents of his 
beloved with priceless gifts — (it may be parenthetically 
remarked that the parents and the beloved one were as 
hypothetical as the fortune) — and how the Judge would 
make his first start as a capitalist by breaking a certain 
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faro baiilc in Sacramento. He himself had been equally 
eloquent in extravagant fancy in those penniless days— 
he who now was quite cold and impassive beside the 
more extravagant reality. 

How different it might have been ! If they had only 
waited a day longer ! if they had only broken their re- 
solves to him kindly and parted in good will ! How he 
would long ere this have rushed to greet them with the 
joyful news 1 How they would have danced around it, 
sung themselves hoarse, laughed down their enemies, and 
run up the flag triumphantly on the summit of the Lone 
sStar Mountain ! How they would have crowned him, 
* Old Man,’ ‘ the hero of the camp ! ’ feow ho would 
have told them the old story : how some strange instinct 
had impelled him to ascend the summit, and how 
another step on that summit would have precipitated 
him into the canon ! And how — but what if somebody 
else — Union Mills or the Judge — had been the first dis- 
coverer ? Might they not have meanly kept the secret 
from him; have selfishly helped themselves and done 

* What you are doing now.’ 

The hot blood rushed to his cheek, as if a strange 
voice were at his ear. For a moment he could not 
believe that it came from his own pale lips until he found 
himself speaking. He rose to his feet, tingling with 
shame, and began hm’riedly to descend the mountain. 

He would go to them, tell them of his discovery, let 
them give him his share, and leave them for ever. It 
was the only thing to be done — strange that he had not 
thought of it at once. Yet it was hard, very hkrd and 
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cruel to be forced to meet them again. What had he 
done to suffer this mortification? For a moment he 
actually hated this vulgar treasure that had for ever 
buried under its gross ponderability the light and careless 
past, and utterly crushed out the poetry of their old 
indolent hapjiy existence. 

He was sure to find them waiting at the cross-roads 
where the coach came past. It was three miles away, 
yet he could get there in time if he hastened. It was a 
wise and practical conclusion of his evening’s work — a 
lame and impotent conclusion to liis evening’s indignation. 
No matter ! ^^hey would perhaps at first think he had 
come to weakly follow them — perhaps they would at first 
doubt his story. No matter ! He bit his lips to keep 
down the foolish rising tears, but still went blindly 
forward. 

He saw not the beautiful night, cradled in the dark 
hills, swathed in luminous mists, and hushed in the awe 
of its own loveliness ! Here and there the moon had laid 
her calm face on lake and overflow, and gone to sleep 
embracing them, until the 'whole plain seemed to be 
lifted into infinite quiet. Walking on as in a dream, the 
black, impenetrable barriers of skirting thickets opened 
and gave way to vague distances that it appeared 
impossible to reach — dim vistas that seemed unapproach- 
able. Gradually he seemed himself to become a part of 
the mysterious night. He was becoming as pulseless, as 
calm, as passionless. 

What was that ? A shot in the direction of the cabin ! 
yet so faint, so echoless, so ineffective in the vast silence, 
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Both men waited to observe if the suggestion was 
taken up by the Right and Left Bower moodily plodding 
ahead. No response following, the Judge shamelessly 
abandoned his companion. 

* You wouldn’t stand snoopin’ round instead of lettin’ 
the Old Man get used to the idea alone ? No ; I could 
see all along that he was takin’ it in — takin’ it in — 
kindly, but slowly, and I reckoned the best thing for 
us to do was to git up and git until he’d got round 
it.’ The Judge’s voice was slightly raised for the benefit 
of the two before him. 

‘ Didn’t he say,’ remarked the Right Bower, stopping 
suddenly and facing the others — ‘ didn’t he say that that 
new trader was goin’ to let liim have some provisions 
anyway ? ’ 

Union Mills turned appealingly to the Judge ; that 
gentleman was forced to reply, ‘ Yes ; I remember dis- 
tinctly he said it. It was one of the things I was 
particular about on his account,’ responded the Judge, 
with the air of having arranged it all himself with the 
new trader. ‘ I remember I was easier in my mind 
about it.’ 

‘But didn’t he say,’ queried the Left Bower, also 
stopping short, ‘ suthin’ about it’s being contingent on 
our doing some work on the race ? ’ 

The Judge turned for support to Union ifeills, who, 
however, under the hollow pretence of preparing for a 
long conference, had luxuriously seated himself on a 
stump. The Judge sat down also, and replied hesitatingly, 
‘ Well, yes 1 Us or him.’ 
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*Us or him,’ repeated the Right Bower, with gloomy 
irony. ‘ And you ain’t quite clear in your mind, ate you, 
if you haven’t done the work already? You’re just 
killing yourself with this spontaneous, promiscuous, and 
premature overwork ; that’s what’s the matter with you.’ 

‘ I reckon I heard somebody say suthin’ about it’s 
being a Chinaman’s three-day job,’ interpolated the Left 
Bower, with equal irony, ‘but I ain’t quite clear in my 
mind about that.’ 

‘It’ll be a sorter distraction for the Old Man,’ said 
Union Mills feebly — ‘kinder take his mind off his loneli- 
ness.’ 

Nobody taking the least notice of the remark, Union 
Mills stretched out his legs more comfortably and took 
out his pipe. He had scarcely done so when the Right 
Bower, wheeling suddenly, set off in the direction of the 
creek. The Left Bower, after a slight pause, followed 
without a word. The Judge, wisely conceiving it better 
to join the stronger party, ran feebly after him, and 
left Union Mills to bring up a weak and vacillating 
rear. 

» Their course, diverging from Lone Star Mountain, led 
them now directly to the bend of the Creek — the base of 
their old ineffectual operations. Here was the beginning 
of the famous tail-race that skirted the new trader’s claim, 
and then lost its way in a swampy hollow. It was choked 
with debris ; a thin, yellow stream that once ran through 
it seemed to have stopped work when they did, and gone 
into greenish liquidation. 

They had scarcely spoken during this brief journey, 
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and had received no other explanation from the Eight 
Bower, who led them, than that afforded by his mute 
example when he reached the race. Leaping into it 
withotit a word, he at once began to clear away the broken 
timbers and drift wood. Fired by the spectacle of what 
appeared to be a new and utterly frivolous game, the 
men gaily leaped after liun, and were soon engaged in a 
fascinating struggle with the impeded race. The Judge 
forgot his lameness in springing over a broken sluice - 
box ; Union Mills forgot his whistle in a happy imitation 
of a Chinese coolie’s song. Nevertheless, after ten 
minutes of this mild dissipation, the pastime flagged. 
Union Mills was beginnmg to rub his leg when a distant 
rumble shook the earth. The men looked at each other ; 
the diversion was complete ; a languid discussion of the 
probabilities of its being an earthquake or a blast followed, 
in the midst of which the Eight Bower, who was working 
a little in advance of the others, uttered a warning cry 
and leaped fr’om the race. His companions had barely 
time to follow before a sudden and inexplicable rise in the 
waters of the creek sent a swift irruption of the flood 
through the race. In an instant its choked and impeded 
channel was cleared, the race was free, and the scattered 
debris of logs and timber floated upon its easy current. 
Quick to take advantage of this labour- saving pheno- 
menon, the Lone Star partners sprang into the water, 
and by disentangling and directing the eddying fr’agments 
conlpleted their work. 

‘ The Old Man oughter been here to see this,’ said the 
Left Bower ; * it’s just one o’ them climaxes of poetic 
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justice he’s always huntin’ up. It's easy to see what’s 
happened. One o’ them high-toned shrimps over in the 
Excelsior claim has put a blast in too near the creek. 
He’s timibled the hank into the creek, and sent the back 
water down here just to wash out our race. That’s what 
I call poetical retribution.’ 

^ And who was it advised us to dam the creek below 
the race, and make it do the same thing ? ’ asked the 
Eight Bower, moodily. 

‘ That was one of the Old Man’s ideas, I reckon,’ said 
the Left Bower, dubiously. 

‘ And you remember,’ broke in the Judge with anima- 
tion, ‘ I alius said, “ Go slow, go slow. You just hold on 
and suthin’ will happen.” And,’ he added trium2)hantly, 
‘you see suthin’ has hai^pened. I don’t want to take 
credit to myself, but I reckoned on them Excelsior boys 
bein’ fools, and took the chances.’ 

‘And what if I happen to know that the Excelsior 
boys ain’t blastin’ to-day ? ’ said the Eight Bower, sar- 
castically. 

As the Judge had evidently based his hypothesis on 
the alleged fact of a blast, he deftly evaded the point. ‘ I 
ain’t saying the Old Man’s head ain’t level on some 
things ; he wants a little more sahe of the world. He’s 
improved a good deal in euchre latelj^, and in poker — 
well ! he’s got that sorter dreamy, listenin’-to-the-angels 
kind o’ way, that you can’t exactly tell whether he’s 
bluffin’ or has got a full hand. Hasn’t he ? ’ he asked 
appealing to Union MiUs. 

But that gentleman, who had been watching the dark 
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face of the Bight Bower, preferred to take what he be- 
lieved to be his cue from him. ‘ That ain’t the question,’ 
he said virtuously ; ‘ we ain’t takin’ this step to make a 
card sharp out of him. We’re not doin’ Chinamen’s 
work in this race to-day for that. No, sir ! We’re 
teachin’ him to paddle his own canoe,’ Not finding the 
l^mpathetic response he looked for in the Bight Bower’s 
J^Ce, he turned to the Left. 

‘ I reckon we were teachin’ him our canoe was too 
full,’ was the Left Bower’s unexpected reply. ‘ That’s 
about the size of it.’ 

The Bight Bower shot a rapid glance under his brows 
at his brother. The latter, with his hands in his pockets, 
stared unconsciously at the rushing water, and then 
quietly turned away. The Bight Bower followed him. 

‘ Are you goin’ back on us ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Are you ? ’ responded the other. 

‘No!’ 

‘ No, then it is,’ returned the Left Bower, quietly. The 
elder brother hesitated in half-angry embarrassment, 

‘ Then what did you mean by saying we reckoned our 
canoe was too full ? ’ 

‘ Wasn’t that om idea ? ’ retmmed the Left Bower, 
indifferently. Confounded by this practical expression of 
his own unformulated good intentions, the Bight Bower 
was staggered. 

‘ Speakin’ of the Old Man,’ broke in the Judge, with 
characteristic infelicity, ‘ I reckon he’ll sort o’ miss us, 
times like these. We were alters runnin’ him a^d be- 
devilin’ huh after work, just to get him excited and 
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amusin’, and he’ll kinder miss that sorter stimulatin.’ I 
reckon we’ll miss it too — somewhat. Don’t you remem- 
ber, boys, the night we put up that little sell on him and 
made him believe we’d struck it rich in the bank of the 
creek, and got him so conceited, he wanted to go off and 
settle all our debts at once ? ’ 

‘ And how I came bustin’ into the cabin with a pan- 
ful of iron pyrites and black sand,’ chuckled Union 
Mills,’ continuing the reminiscences, ‘ and how them big 
grey eyes of his nearly bulged out of his head. Well, it’s 
some satisfaction to know wc did our duty by the young 
fellow even in those little things.’ He turned for con- 
firmation of their general disinterestedness to the Right 
Bower, but he was already striding away, uneasily con- 
scious of the lazy following of the Left Bower, like a 
laggard conscience at his back. This movement again 
threw Union Mills and the Judge into feeble complicity 
in the rear, as the procession slowly straggled homeward 
from the creek. 

Night had fallen. Their way lay tlirough the shadow 
of Lone Star Mountain, deepened here and there by the 
slight bosky ridges that starting from its base crex')t 
across the plain like vast roots of its swelling trunk. The 
shadows were growing blacker as the moon began to 
assert itself over the rest of the valley, when the Right 
Bower halted suddenly on one of these ridges. The Left 
Bower lounged up to him, and stopped also, while the 
two others came up and completed the group. ‘ There’s 
no light in the shanty,’ said the Right Bower in a low 
voice, half to himself and half in answer to their inquiring 
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attitude. The men followed the direction of his fiiiger. 
In the distance the black outline of the Lone Star cabin 
stood out distinctly in the illumined space. There was 
the blank, sightless, external glitter of moonlight on its 
two windows that seemed to reflect its dim vacancy — 
empty alilve of light, and warmth, and motion. 

‘ That’s sing’lar,’ said the Judge in an awed whisper. 

The Left Bower, by simply altering the position of 
his hands in his trousers pockets, managed to suggest 
that he knew perfectly the meaning of it — had alwaj^s 
known it — but that being now, so to speak, in the hands 
of Fate, he was callous to it. This much, at least, the 
elder brother read in his attitude. But anxiety at that 
moment was the controlling impulse of the Right Bower, 
as a certain superstitious remorse was the instinct of the 
two others, and without heeding the cynic, the three 
started at a rapid pace for the cabin. 

They reached it silently, as the moon, now riding high 
in the heavens, seemed to touch it with the tender grace 
and hushed repose of a tomb. It was with somethmg of 
this feeling that the Right Bower softly pushed open the 
door ; it was with something of this dread that the two 
others lingered on the tlneshold, until the Right Bower, 
after vainly trying to stir the dead embers on the hearth 
into life with his foot, struck a match a'-id lit their 
solitary candle. Its flickering light revealed the familiar 
interior unchanged in aught but one thing. The bunl^ 
that the Old Man had occupied was stripped of its 
blankets ; the few cheap ornaments and photo^aphs 
Were gone; the rude poverty of the bare boards and 
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scant pallet looked up at them unrelieved by the bright 
face and gracious youth that had once made them 
tolerable. In the grim irony of that exposure, their own 
penury was doubly conscious. The little knapsack, the 
tea- cup and coffee-pot that had hung near his bed, were 
gone also. The most indignant protest, the most pa- 
thetic of the letters he had composed and rejected, whose 
torn fragments still littered the flour, could never have 
spoken with the eloquence of this empty space ! The 
men exchanged no words ; the solitude of the cabin, 
instead of drawing them together, seemed to isolate each 
one in selfish distrust of the others. Even the unthinking 
garrulity of Union Mills and the Judge was checked. A 
moment later, when the Left Bower entered the cabin, 
his presence was scarcely noticed. 

The silence was broken by a joj^ous exclamation from 
the Judge. He had discovered the Old Man’s rifle in the 
corner, where it had been at first overlooked. ‘ He ain’t 
gone yet, gentlemen — for yer’s his rifle,’ he broke in, with 
a feverish return of volubility, and a high excited falsetto. 
‘He wouldn’t have left this behind. No! I knowed it 
from the first. He’s just outside a bit, foraging for wood 
and water. No, sir ! Coming along here I said to 
Union Mills — didn’t I ? — “ Bet your life the Old Man’s 
not far off, even if he ain’t in the cabin.” AVhy, the 
moment I stej)ped foot ’ 

‘And I said coming along,’ interrupted Union Mills, 
with equally reviving mendacity, ‘ “ Lilte as not he’s 
hangin’ round yer, and lyin’ low just to give us a 
smprisc.” He I ho ! ’ 
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*He’s gone for good, and he left that rifle here on 
purpose,’ said the Left Bower in a low voice, taking the 
weapon almost tenderly in his hands. 

‘ Drop it then ! ’ said the Right Bower. The voice . 
was that of his brother, 1but suddenly changed with 
passion. The two other partners instinctively drew back 
in alarm, 

‘I’ll not leave it here for the first comer,’ said tile 
Left Bower, calmly, ‘because we’ve been fools and lie 
too. It’s too good a weapon for that.’ 

‘ Drop it I say 1 ’ said the Right Bower, with a savage 
stride towards him. 

The younger brother brought the rifle to a half charge, 
with a white face but a steady eye. 

‘ Stop where you are ! ’ he said collectedly. ‘ Don’t 
row with mdJ, because you haven’t eitHer the grit to stick 
to your ideas or the heart to confess them wrong. We’ve 
followed yonr lead, and here v/e are ! The camp’s 
broken up— the Old Man’s gone — and we’re going. And 
as for the d d rifle ’ 

‘Drop it, do you hear!’ shouted the Right Bower, 
clinging to that one idea with the blind pertinacity ofi 
rage and a losing cause. ‘ Drop it I ’ 

The Left Bower drew back, but his brother had 
seized the barrel with both hands. Thei^e was a mo- 
mentary struggle, a flash through the half-lighted cabin, 
and a shattering report. The tw^o men fell back from 
each other ; the rifle dropped on the floor between 
fhem. 

The whole thing was over so quickly that the other 
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two partners had not had time to obey their commoii imuj 
pulse to separate them, and consequently even no^ could 
scarcely understand what had passed. It was over so 
quickly that the two actors themselves walked back to 
,their places, scarcely realising their o^vn act. 

A dead silence followed. The Judge and Union Mills 
looked at each other in dazed astonishment, and then 
ijervously set about their former habits, apparently in 
tt^at fatuous belief common to such natures, that they 
were ignoring a painful situation. The Judge drew the 
barrel towards him, picked up the cards and began me- 
chanically to ‘ make a patience,’ on which Union Mills 
gazed with ostentatious interest, but with eyes furtively 
conscious of the rigid figure of the Eight Bower by the 
chimney and the abstracted face of the Left Bower at the 
door. Ten minutes had passed in this occupation, the 
Judge and Union Mills co^ersing in the furtive whispers 
of children unavoidably |^t fascinatedly present at a 
family quarrel, when a light step was heard upon the 
crackling brushwood outside, and the bright panting face 
of the Old Man appeared upon the threshold. There was 
a shout- of joy ; in another moment he was lialf-buried in 
the bosom of the Eight Bower’s shirt, half-dragged into 
the lap of the Judge, upsetting the barrel, and completely 
encompassed by the Left Bower and Union Mills. With 
the enthusiastic utterance of his name the spell was 
broken. 

Happily unconscious of tho previous excitement that 
had provoked this spontaneous unanimity of greeting, the 
Old Man, equally relieved, at once broke into a feverish 
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announcement of bis discovery. He painted the details, 
with, I fear, a slight exaggeration of colouring, due 
partly to his own excitement, and partly to justify their 
own. But he was strangely conscious that these bank- 
rupt men appeared less elated with their personal interest 
in their stroke of fortune than with his own success. ‘ 1 
told you he’d do it,’ said the Judge, with a reckless un- 
scrupuloii'sness of statement that carried everybody with 
it. ‘ Look at him ! the game little pup.’ ‘ 0 no ! he ain’t 
the right breed — is he ? ’ echoed Union Mills with arch 
irony, while the Eight and Left Bower, grasping either 
hand, pressed a proud but silent greeting that was half 
new to him, but wholly delicious. It was not without 
difficulty that he could at last prevail upon them to return 
with him to the scene of his discovery, or even then 
restrain them from attempting to carry him thither on 
their shoulders on the plea of his previous prolonged 
exertions. Once only there Was a momentary embarrass- 
ment. ‘ Then you fired that shot to bring me back ? ’ 
said the Old Man, gratefully. In the awkward silence 
that followed, the hands of the two brothers sought and 
grasped each other, penitently. ‘Yes,’ interposed the 
Judge, with delicate tact, ‘ye see the Right and Left 
Bower almost quarrelled to see which should be the first 

to fire for ye. I disremember which did ’ ‘ I never 

touched the trigger,’ said the Left Bower, hastily. With 
a hurried backward kick, the Judge resumed, ‘ It went off 
sorter spontaneous.’ 

The difference in the sentiment of the procession tJiai 
once more issued from the Lone Star cabin did not fail 
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to show itself in each individual partner according to his 
temperament, The subtle tact of XJnion Mills, however, 
in expressing an awakened respect for their fortunate 
partner by addressing him, as if unconsciously, as ‘ Mr. 
Ford,’ was at first discomposing, but even this was for- 
gotten in their breathless excitement as they neared the 
base of the mountain. When they had crossed the creek 
the Plight Bower stopped reflectively : 

‘ You say you heard the slide come down before you 
left the cabin ? ’ he said, tinming to the Old Man. 

‘ Yes ; but I did not know then what it was. It was 
about an hour and a half after you left,’ was the reply. 

‘Then look here, boys,’ contmued the Right Bower 
with superstitious exultation; ‘it was the slide that 
tumbled into the creek, overflowed it, and helped us 
clear out the race I ’ 

It seemed so clearly that Providence had taken the 
partners of the Lone Star^ directly in hand that they 
faced the toilsome ascent of the mountain with the as- 
surance of conquerors. They paused only on the summit 
to allow the Old Man to lead the way to the slope that 
held their treasure. He advanced cautiously to the edge 
of the crumbling cliff, stopped, looked bewildered, ad- 
vanced again, and then remained white and immovable. 
In an instant the Right Bower was at his side. 

‘ Is anything the matter? Don’t — don’t look so, Old 
Man, for God’s sake I ’ 

The Old Man pointed to the dull, smooth, black side 
of the mountain, without a crag, break, or protuberance, 
and said with ashen lips ; 
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‘ It’s gone I ’ 

• * t • a • • 

And it was gone ! A second slide had taken place, 
stripping the flank of the mountain, and burying the 
treasure and the weak implement that had marked 
its side deep under a chaos of rock and debris at its 
base. 

‘ Thanli God ! ’ The blank faces of his companions 
turned quickly to the Eight Bower. ‘ Thank God ! ’ he 
repeated, with his arm round the neck of the Old Man. 
‘Had he stayed behind he would have been buried 
too.’ He paused, and, pointing solemnly to the depths 
below, said, ‘ And thank God for showing us where we 
may yet labour for it in hope and patience like honest 
men.’ 

The men silently bowed their heads and slowly de- 
scended the mountain. But when they had reached the 
plain one of them called out to the others to watch a star 
that seemed to be rising and moving towards them over 
the hushed and sleeping valley. 

‘ It’s only the stage-coach, boys,’ said the Left Bower, 
Biniling ; ‘ the coach that was to take us away.’ 

In the security of their new-found fraternity they 
resolved to wait and see it pass. As it swept by with 
flash of light, beat of hoofs, and jingle of harness, the 
only real presence in the dreamy landscape, the driver 
shouted a hoarse greeting to the phantom partners, 
audible only to the Judge, who was nearest the 
vehicle. 

‘ Did you hear — did you hear what he said, boys ? ’ he 
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gasped, turning to his companions. ‘ No ! Shake hands 
all romid, boys ! Grod bless you all, boys I To think we 
didn’t know it all this while ! ’ 

‘ Know what ? ’ 

* Merry Christmas ! * 


LONDON : miNTED BY 

8POTTISWOOU1 AND CO-, NKW-STIIEET BQCAIIIS 
AND PARU^UlfiNX STBEEX 




THE 


mmM lOYELIST’S IIBMRY. 

[EacB work, crown 8yo. price 2s. boards, or 2s. 6cl. cloth. 

By ffieEarl of Beaconsfleld. i By Major White-Melville. 


LOTH AIR. 
endyaiio:jt. 

CONINGSBY. 

SYBIL. 

TANCRED. 

YENETIA. 

HENRIETTA TEMPLE. 
CONTARINI FLEMING. 
ALROY. 

THE YOUNG DUKE. 

TIVIAN GREY. 

By Bret Harte. 

IN THE CARQUINEZ WOODS. 

By Mrs. Oliphant. 

IN TRUST. 

By Antiony Trollope. 

THE WARDEN. 

13 ARCHESTER TOWERS. 


DIG BY GRAND. 

GENERAL BOUNCE. 

THE GLADIATORS. 

GOOD FOR NOTHING. 

HOLMBY HOUSE. 

THE INTERPRETER. 

KATE COVENTRY. ' 

THE QUEEN’S MARIES. 

By Yarious Writers. 

MADEMOISELLE MORI. 

THE ATELIER DU LYS, 
UNAWARES. 

ELSA AND HER VULTURE. 
ATHERSTONE PRIORY. 

THE SIX SISTERS OP THE 
VALLEYS. 

THE BURGOMASTER’S FAMILY. 


THE NOVELS and TALES of the EARL of BEACONSFIELI), 
K.GI-, Hughenden Edition, complete in 11 vols. price 42i>-. 
oloth extra. 


Loudon, LONGMANS & CO. 



LONGMAN’S MAGAZINE. 

Published Monthly, price SIXPENCE, 


VoiLUMEs I.-III. now ready. 8vo. price 6s, each, cloth. 


Amongst the Contnbutions to these Volumes ai’e 

SERIAL NOVELS by James Payn, Bret IIartr, Ciark 
Kitssell, Mrs. Oliph\nt, 

SHORT STORIES by P. Anstey, Author of • Vice-VorsA’ ; 
M, Betham Edwards, Thomas Hardy, Mrs. Odtpiiant, II. L. 
STBVENSOi^, Jelian Sfurgis, D. Chri&tib Murray, &c. 

SCIENTIFIC ARTICLES by Prof. Owen, Prof. Tyndall, 
B. A. Proctor, Grant Allen, B, II. Scott, Andrew Wilson, 
Bev. J. G. Wood, &c. 

LITERARY AND GENERAL ARTICLES by J. A. 

pROUDE, E, A. Freeman, A. K. H. B., John Burroughs, 
Button Cook, Bfv. H. B. Haweis, W, B. Howells, Bichard 
Jefferies, .Tustin McCarthy, Mrs. Craik, B. W. Bichardson, 
Samuel Smiles. 

POEMS by the Author of ‘ The Epic op Hades,’ Austin Bobson, 
Andrew Lano, Edmund W. Gosse, Jean Ingelow. 


The following Serial Novels for 1884 are 7iom appearing: 


MADAM. 

Bt mbs. oliphant. 

JACK’S COURTSHIP. 

' ‘ Blr W. CLARK BUSSELL. 


L'endon, LONGMANS & CO. 








